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WELCOME TO THE 
CLUB! 


Enemas! Enemas! Enemas! Fact, fancy, and full- 
fledged fantasy—that’s what Water & Power is all 
about, or mostly about, I should say, since this 
magazine also deals with such affiliated sports as 
golden showers, infantilism, spanking, bondage and 
discipline, all in the context of fact, fancy and out¬ 
right fantasy. For the anally oriented, who comprise 
about half of the human race, enemas are more than 
just something to take when «you’re constipated, 
although the alleviation of constipation is the 
circumstance in which a good many of us were first 



introduced to the bag, the hose, and the nozzle. 

Enemas are good for more than merely relieving 
impacted bowels, however. Enemas can give 
pleasure and enemas can also give pain. Enemas can 
be expressions of love, instruments of lust and even 
used as instruments of torture. Combined with a 
Master/slave relationship, enemas can also bring 
considerable humiliation. 

Each of these manifestations of the enema urge is 
the legitimate purview of this publication. This 
fourth issue delves deeply into it all, for your enter¬ 
tainment and enlightenment. Most of the stories and 
articles herein are either the actual experiences or the 
erotic fantasies of honest-to-goodness enema and 
watersports fans. Each day we discover there are 
more of you out there than we ever dared hope 
there’d be. Enemas are exciting and fascinating to a 
lot of people—some of us like to do it, others to read 
about it and imagine what it would be like. 

To assist you in the latter endeavor, Roxbury 
Press publishes a number of other periodicals and 
books devoted to this fast-growing sport, and has 
recently branched out into the production of 
dramatic tapes and short films featuring exciting 
enema situations. Elsewhere in this issue you’ll find 
reviews and advertisements for these unique enter¬ 
tainments. Imagine being captured by the fiendish 
Baron von Klyster and forced to endure enema 
tortures in his sinister Enema Castle! That’s one of 
the tapes. Or imagine being an enema-happy 
obstetrician and having an impatient patient on your 
hands—a very pregnant patient! That’s one of the 
films. 

In earlier issues we promised you color—now 
we’ve got it! 

Plus our biggest letter column ever—you people 
have been cooperating wonderfully in letting us peek 
into your private bags so we can know what you’re 
into—and vice versa! 

Fair warning, however —Water & Power is 
definitely not for the faint of heart. If you prefer 
your enema action to be gentle and loving, I 
recommend either of our sister publications, Wet 
Dreams and Waterworks— but if to spice up your 
watersports you like to add domination, humiliation, 
bondage and various degrees of force and coercion, 
welcome to the club! 

To join the ranks of contributors to this truly 
unique publication, send your letters, articles, 
photos and etc. to Roxbury Press, Dept. W&P, 256 
So. Robertson Blvd., Beverly Hills, CA 90211. 

Colin Lavage 
Editor 








Soviet Prison Enema 

Lena was forced into it— 
or was it forced into Lena? 



Photo by Darlene Hollomon 


By Dorian 

The information in this story was 
obtained two years ago while I was 
stationed in Bonn. My source is a 
Soviet defector, a physician, who 
left Russia at the time of the polit¬ 
ical downfall of Chancellor Willie 
Brandt of West Germany. It was 
revealed that a close and trusted 
advisor of Brandt’s was supplying 
information on West German se¬ 
curity activities to the Kremlin. The 
human conduit through which this 
information flowed ended in Butyrki 
prison, in Moscow. 

My source, a doctor in the 
women’s ward at Butyrki, was the 
mule who carried the data to Red 
Square. But he was a mule with 
horse sense. He was the French 
agent who revealed Brandt’s aid. 


My informant managed to escape 
Russia with his wife and children 
only steps ahead of the KGB. 

I interviewed this double agent 
concerning his espionage activities 
when, after a few drinks, he said he 
had a film I might enjoy seeing. 
That’s what this story is all about. 
The action is pieced together from 
the film I saw and the recollection of 
my informant. I hope you are as 

fascinated and aroused as I was. 

* * * 

Lena Kuchovski lived in a 
Moscow tenement with her 
husband and 10-year-old daugh¬ 
ter. In 1970 she was 30 years 
old, with light brown hair, about 
5’6”, 115#’ a slim girl with a pretty 
face. Her story begins at 11 a.m. on 
a cold day in February when she 
answered a knock on the door to 


find two men in raincoats. 

“Mrs. Lena Kuchovski?” 

“Yes,” she answered as the taller 
of the two men pushed the door 
open admitting himself. 

“You’re to come with us.” Lena, 
like most Russians, was imbued 
with a characteristic submissive¬ 
ness common to any people sub¬ 
jected to three centuries of Com¬ 
munist and autocratic domination. 
The men in grey coats could be from 
only one place: Soviet Internal 
Security. They had only one 
purpose: arrest. 

Lena was given time to get her 
coat and gloves, then escorted to a 
black sedan waiting at the curb. 
The day was cloudy, ominous, as 
they passed beyond the Kremlin to 
the dreaded Butyrki prison. She 
was frightened. Lena knew, as all 


Her choice was submission or total ruin—she chose to submit I 








Russians did, that once you dis¬ 
appear inside the blackened walls of 
Butyrki, no one ever hears from you 
again. For all purposes, you cease 
to exist. 

When the car arrived at Butyrki 
Lena was taken into a reception 
area and told to sit and remain 
quiet. After about 15 minutes she 
was sent down the hall to a spacious 
but sparsely appointed office, with 
only a sofa at one side, framed 
paintings of Lenin and the current 
Party Chairman, and a hard 
straight back wooden chair facing a 
large oak desk behind which sat a 
balding middle aged official. Lena 
walked in and closed the door. It 
took awhile for the official to 
acknowledge her presence. 

“Lena Kuchovski?” 

“Y-yes, sir.” 

“You will refer to me as Com¬ 
missar!” 

“Yes, Commissar.” 

“Sit in the chair.” Lena did as 
ordered. 

The man leaned back in his chair. 
“You have a brother named Max?” 

“Umm, humph,” Lena cleared 
her throat. “Yes, Commissar, but I 
haven’t seen—” 

“He is here in the prison. He is 
under arrest for having associa¬ 
tions tending to lead to subversive 
activities and I am currently decid¬ 
ing his sentence.” 

Lena had not seen her brother for 
almost five years, when he had 
visited before leaving for an engi¬ 
neering job near Kazachstan. They 
had been close as children. She 
loved Max but knew better than to 
question the case against him or the 
authority of the State to detain, 
convict and sentence him. 

“I don’t. . .” 

“Never mind.” The man leaned 
forward and looked at Lena. “The 
only issue at hand is his sentence. 
The normal sentence is death, or 20 
years at hard labor in the camps.” 

“Oh, my God!” 

“Leave your God out of it. His 
sentence depends on you!” 

Commissar Beria had total power 
over those in Soviet society unfor¬ 
tunate enough to fall into his hands. 
Many in the Soviet hierarchy gave 
full vent to perverted urges, a situ¬ 
ation always created when power is 
concentrated in an elite. The Party 



punished only political perversion. 
The fruits of loyalty were access to 
choice jobs like that of the commis¬ 
sar of the dreaded Butyrki prison. 
As a sideline, Beria supplied photo¬ 
graphs, movies and tapes of attrac¬ 
tive female prisoners, the wives, 
daughters, sisters and girlfriends of 
male prisoners, in Butyrki, to 
members of the Comintern and 
ranking officials. He was known for 
his imagination, unique humilia¬ 
tions, tortures and sexual antics 
inflicted upon helpless women and 
girls. 

Routinely looking through the 
belongings of Max Kuchovski, he 
had come across a photo of Lena. 
She seemed just right for the lead¬ 
ing role in a special movie request 
from Sergi Vlasov, Chief Judge of 
the Supreme Court of the U.S.S.R. 
Beria had filmed this subject many 
times before as it was a favorite of 
his. Looking across his desk at 
Lena, he wondered what her bare 
bottom would be like. 

Lena was told that her coopera¬ 


tion was all that could save her 
brother. If she did not cooperate, 
not only Max but her husband and 
daughter, as well as herself, would 
be sentenced to the northern camps 
and she would be forced to make the 
film anyway. She was told the 
subject matter and given an outline 
of the film; all the while she looked 
aghast and cried softly. But she 
knew that she could not sacrifice her 
family solely to maintain her own 
pride. Her choice was submission or 
total ruin. Looking woefully down 
at the floor Lena softly said, “I’ll do 
whatever you want.” 

“Stand up next to the chair,” 
Beria ordered. 

Lena obeyed. 

“Hands at your sides. How old 
are you?” 

“I’m 30, Commissar.” 

He leaned back in his chair and 
stared at her. “Start taking off your 
clothes.” 

Lena felt a cold shudder move up 
her spine. She had never before been 
naked in front of a man, other than 
her doctor and her husband. Her 
gloves and coat came first, then her 
shoes. Next came her stockings, as 
she raised her skirt revealing trim 
white thighs to the official. Lena 
blushed. She wanted to cry and run, 
but managed to unbutton and 
remove her skirt and blouse. Beria 
had her halt in bra and panties. He 
posed her, making her turn around, 
bend over, then resume a position of 
attention in front of him. 

“Remove the brassiere.” 

Lena looked at him pleadingly, 
but saw no sympathy in his eyes. 
She removed her bra and put her 
arms over her breasts. 

“Hands at your sides. There . . . 
now the panties.” 

Lena stripped completely in front 
of the man. She wanted to cover 
herself but the sadistic commissar, 
obviously enjoying her humiliation 
and embarrassment, had her stand 
at nude attention, walk the length 
of the room, bend over again, put 
her hands on her head, and lie on 
the hardwood floor first on her back 
and then on her stomach. She was 
then ordered to stand with her back 
to the Commissar. Looking at her 
rear end, Beria knew he had made a 
rare find. “What an ass!” he 
thought. “It’s dimpled!” 


The commissar's plot was fiendish... diabolical... and foolproof I 




RUBBER SUIT + GAS MASK + ENEMA = 



My earliest conscious 
memory relates to a vivid 
rubber experience. I was 
three or four years old, 
standing naked in my 
rubber-sheeted crib (there 
was no cloth sheet over the 
rubber sheet), ankle deep, 
or so it seemed, in a lake of 
warm urine. And floating in 
that great golden lake was a 
slick shiny slug of slippery 
smelly shit! 

I like to think that at the 
time I had a gigantic 
erection while smelling the 
sexy odor, but this is pure 

fantasy. I do remember that 
my rubber crib sheet was 
exceptionally smooth, shiny 
and rubbery (very unlike the 
dull, lifeless, 

rubber-impregnated cloth 
sheets used in hospitals 
today) and gave off a 
strong rubber odor. 

Possibly the pleasant 
feeling of the rubber on my 
genitals and against my 
body, anus and nipples as I 
squirmed around on the 
rubber sheet launched me 
into my present-day rubber 
fetishism. 

Today rubber—especially 
the heavier weight 
(0.025-0.035") of shiny, 
slightly loose fitting, black 
latex rubber suits—is my 
scene. The suits are very 
soft, smooth (like a second 
skin), stretchy, waterproof, 
protective, isolative, 
masquerading, restrictive to 
some extent—and they 
make exciting rubbernoises 
when one moves about 
while wearing one. To wear 
a one-piece rubber suit for 
several days at a stretch (!) 
is no problem, since due to 
the very waterproof nature 
of latex, one's suit can also 
be his or her own private 
bathroom . . . and it 


stretches to fit the 
contents! 

The gas mask is very 
versatile, and it is plentiful 
and relatively cheap in war 
surplus stores. I have 
adapted several of my 
rubber gas masks to give 
enemas, if you can believe 
that! To some of the gas 
masks, I have attached a 
rubber calf-feeding nipple 
(available in farm or feed 
stores) directly to the 
facepiece and over the 
exhaust valve. Now all the 
gas mask wearer does is slip 
the fat rubber nipple into his 
partner's lubricated rectum 
and then exhale. All the 
exhaled air passes into the 
rectum, giving the partner a 
gas enema. One can really 
get pumped up this way. A 
gas enema works similar to 
a regular liquid enema, 
except that it is a little 
milder as a laxative. 
However, once a lengthy 
gas enema is administered, 
one has a gassy partner for 
the rest of the night, or day, 
or both! 

Other rubber gas masks 
have been modified with a 
long latex rubber tube 
attached to the mask's 
exhaust valve, the rubber 
tube terminating in a fat 
rubber penis (with a small 
hole through the center) if 
one's partner's rectum is 
stretchy—or in a rubber 
calf's nipple, if one's 
partner's rectum is not so 
stretchy! Now all one does 
is don the gas mask and slip 
the lubricated rubber penis 
into the partner's (or one's 
own) rectum and blow 
away! This is a great way to 
"give her the gas!" I enjoy 
both giving and receiving 
enemas, and with this 
device used on myself, I 
can do both at the same 


time. In these days of high 
energy costs, it may pay 
some of us to have a gas 
station in our own homes! 
How can anyone pass up an 
offer of free gas? 

If the partner would like a 
liquid enema, all we do is 
attach the end of the latex 
rubber tube mentioned 
above to a water-filled 
rubber enema/douche bag, 
rather than to the rubber 
penis or calf's nipple. The 
gas mask wearer then 
exhales, pressurizing the 
rubber enema bag, and 
forcing the contents into 
the bowels of the partner. 

Of course with this type of 
setup, the rubber bag does 
not have to be elevated 
since we aren't depending 
on gravity to empty the 
bag. 

I guess I would consider 
myself a Gasmasked and 
Rubber-suited Sewerman in 
Rubber Hipboots and 
Rubber Gloves . . . alias The 
Rubber Bomber! As you 
can see from the 
description of myself and 
the photos, I tend toward 
the more bizarre aspects of 
rubber rather than the 
fashion aspects. However, I 
do love all rubberwear. To 
put myself in perspective, I 
correspond with a few 
rubberists who actually eat 
BM and drink urine . . . but 
so far I haven't made it to 
that point yet! (I have 
tasted it, just out of 
curiosity . . . yuk!) A great 
number of my 
correspondents are 
Gasmaskers, too, including 
girls. 

Here is my own personal 
philosophy: To each his 
own (in private), as long as 
it doesn't damage or hurt 
someone else in the 
process. 









At 9:50 a.m. the next morning 
the trolly car left Lena at the 
back entrance to Butyrki prison. 
She would have to hurry to 
make her 10 a.m. appointment. She 
had been told to enter through a 
small door marked “Infirmary" on 
the lower level at the back of the 
large dark building. 

Lena came into a room with 
chairs lined up in rows and a desk, 
behind which sat a woman about 36 
years old, dressed in a nurse's 
uniform. 

The nurse looked up when Lena 
entered. “Stand right there." The 
nurse spoke into a telephone: “She's 
here." 

In a few minutes 2 men arrived 
carrying a camera and the sound 
equipment. The nurse introduced 
herself as Nurse Kryko and in¬ 
structed Lena on the entrance she 
was to make into the film. As this is 
where the film begins, from here on 
I’ll narrate what happened on the 
screen in the informant's darkened 
home. 

* * * 

The screen flickers and shows 
Lena entering through a door 
into the room. She approaches 
the desk. “My name is Lena 
Kuchovski, I have a 10 o’clock 
appointment for an examination." 

“Very well, sit there." The nurse 
points to a chair in the first row. 
“We'll begin shortly." 


The film is excellent, 16mm, color 
and sound are perfect. The camera 
takes close-ups of Lena's apprehen¬ 
sive face as she bites her lips. It 
moves down her bust, Ungers at her 
stomach, continues down her legs to 
the hem of her skirt. 

“Let’s go," calls the nurse. 
“Follow me!" 

Lena is led into a small room 
containing only a chair and a white 
medical table. The camera whirrs as 
the nurse intructs the patient to 
“undress down to your slip and 
everything under the slip." 

As the camera turns, Lena 
removes her blouse, shoes, skirt. 
She looks plaintively into the lens. 

“Go on, pants next," the nurse 
orders. 

Lena bites her lower lip, reaches 
to the hem of her slip and pulls it 
up. Reaching underneath, trying to 
show as little as possible, she pulls 
down her panties all the way to her 
ankles, and steps out of them. She 
begins to remove her slip to take off 
her bra, but the nurse halts her. 
“Face me, that's right, now lower 
your straps." The nurse holds the 
slip while Lena takes off her 
brassiere. “Now put the straps back 
up.” 

Over the sound of the camera 
Nurse Kryko tells Lena: “You're to 
sit in that chair until you are called 
into the next room, and you'll avoid 
unnecessary pain. This film is going 
to be made whether you help or 
not!" The nurse leaves Lena with 
the two men. 

“Look into the camera," orders 
its operator. It is obvious to the 
viewer that Lena is aware of the 
filming. I am told it was part of the 
humiliation. 

“Yes, sir." Her face blushes and 
she looks into the bright lights on 
the side of the camera, blinking. 

“Now smile . . . that's good. Tell 
me what you’re here for." 

“I’m here for an examination." 

“Lift the hem of your slip further 
up your thighs . . . move around in 
the chair . . . shift your bottom and 
show your legs to the camera." 

“Please, you can see a lot of me 
now!" she begs. My informant told 
me that Lena was unaware that any 
men would be present. 

“Do as you are told, or I'll have 
the nurse come in here and give you 


a few swats with her paddle!" 

“No, no, I'll do it!" Lena lifts her 
hem well up her thighs. She shifts 
her hips to the camera, rolling a 
little on her side and putting a hand 
to her face. 

“Hands down, look at the camera 
. . . that’s better. Tell us what type 
of examination you’re going to 
have, Mrs. Kuchovski." 

The woman’s blush deepened. 
“It's . . . it’s an intestinal examina¬ 
tion, you know ..." 

“Tell us more." 

“Ohh, do I have to say it? Please! 
You're going to see it done, do I 
have to talk about it too?" Holding 
her slip well up her slim legs, Lena 
looks into the camera. “Please?" 


“Do you want that paddle?" 

“Oh, nooo, no!" 

“No sir!" yells the soundman. 

“No sir!" cries Lena. 

“And keep looking at the camera!" 

“Yes, sir." Looking into the lens, 
the humiliated woman slowly moves 
her mouth. “I'm going to be pre¬ 
pared . . . and then examined." 

“How will you be prepared?" 

She looks down at the floor, then 
back into the camera. Lena swal¬ 
lows and slowly says, “I’m going to 
be given enemas!" 

The door opens and a man in a 
white physician's coat sticks his 
head in. Minus a few years, it is my 
host. “Come this way, Mrs. Kucho¬ 
vski. Quickly!" 

* * * 
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Lena is forced to pose, bloated belly, enema bag in handl 


Daniel 0. Teoli Jr. 
Archival Collection 






The film records Lena from 
behind as she enters the room down 
the hallway. The camera moves 
about showing a room of about 25' 
X 40\ The center is occupied by a 
physician's examining table. Up 
from both legs at one end are exten¬ 
sions rising about three feet above 
the table; from each hangs a large 
red enema bag, the tubes dangling 
down on the white table covering. 
Against the wall is another table 
upon which sits a metal can with a 
thick black tube sticking out from 
the bottom, two adult rectal 
syringes, and a metal instrument 
about 16” long made of flexible 
tubular steel. Behind all this is a 
large jar of petroleum jelly, quart 
bottles of glycerine and spirits of 
turpentine, a jar of powdered soap, 
and a tray of seven to ten hypo¬ 
dermic syringes with needles about 
IV 2 ” long. There was a sink on the 
wall next to the door and in the 
center of the room stood a commode 
arrangement made simply of a toilet 
seat set on posts under which was a 
large, clear plastic bucket. 

“Stand over by the wall,” orders 
the nurse. The camera films from 
the opposite wall and the nurse is in 
the film with Lena. 

“Take off your slip and hand it to 
me . . . that's right.” 

The naked woman bends, trying 
to cover her pubic hair and breasts 
with her hands. “Please! . . . these 
men!" 

“Stand up straight! Hands at 
your sides! Good!” 

The camera moves down the 
naked body. 

“Now turn around.” The camera 
moves down and closes in on the 
naked buttocks. “Hmmm, they 
were right about the dimples!” 

“Look to the right.” (Tears can 
be seen rolling down the girl's 
cheeks.) 

“Turn this way, let's have a side 
view. Kneel, get down on your 
knees . . . good. Now, both hands 
behind your neck. Look at the 
camera, dammit!” 

“Get up and walk over to the 
table, turn around, and walk back 
here.” The camera catches excellent 
full nude motion shots. 

“OK, do it again. Get some 
closeups of the rump and face this 
time,” she instructs the men. 
(Scenes of dimpled bottom walking 


away, blushing and crying face 
coming toward the camera.) 

“Stand over here again. Now run 
in place . . . turn around as you 
run.” (Camera catches bottom fat 
and breasts shaking; it is also 
obvious that the subject is sweating.) 

“Go over and lie on the table on 
your stomach.” 

* * * 

Lena lies on the table, supporting 
her upper torso on her elbows. The 
nurse spreads the upturned but¬ 
tocks exposing the crinkled pink 
and brown anus. She produces a 
thermometer which slides slowly up 
Lena's butt hole. 

“Oooh, nooo,” moans Lena. 
(Close-up shots of thermometer in 
bottom, nurse's hands spreading 
and patting cheeks, followed by a 
full length view of this humiliation.) 

“Before we give you the exam, 
Mrs. Kuchovski, you’ll have to be 
completely cleaned out. You will get 
four enemas, one regular hot 
soapsuds enema and two high 
colonics. Between these injections 
you will receive various shots with 
the bulb Syringes, combining to 
make the fourth enema. After that 
the doctor will dilate your colon and 
make a complete inspection. Do you 
understand?” 

“Yes, nurse.” 

“And if you don’t cooperate, I’ll 
tie you down, spank that dimpled 
fanny of yours and give you a few 
more enemas of a very unpleasant 
nature.” 



“Nooo,” cries Lena. “I'll do it. . . 
it's just so embarrassing!" 

“It's supposed to be,” comments 
the nurse, removing the ther¬ 
mometer and holding it up to the 
light. “Tell me, Mrs. Kuchovski, 
you’ve had an enema before, 
haven't you?” 

“Yes, nurse, yes I have.” 

“When was that?” The nurse 
removes the right enema bag from 
its stand and holds it while the 
doctor spoons in a liberal amount of 
soap. The doctor holds the bag 
under the hot water tap while the 
nurse opens the jar of petroleum 
jelly. “Go ahead, tell me about your 
last enema.” 

“It was 10 years ago, when I had 
my baby. After she was bom I was 
constipated.” 

“How many enemas were you 
given?” The nurse attaches a 
Bardex nozzle. 

“One, nurse, oohhh!" The cheeks 
are quivering with apprehension. 
The nurse spreads them and begins 
pushing the nozzle into the rectum. 

“Look into the camera,” orders 
the nurse. 

The naked woman grimaces as 
she feels the slippery rubber enter 
her most private hole. The clamp is 
released. The girl's mouth opens, 
startled at the first hot gush of 
enema into her bowels. Her bottom 
clamps tight and then relaxes. 

After a few minutes Lena has a 
very distressed look on her face. 
“Please! Turn it off! It hurts!” 

“You haven't taken enough yet. 
Roll on your left side ; Now, pull 
your legs up. All right.” The nurse 
shuts off the clamp. “Legs straight 
out, take your hands away from 
your belly.” 

Lena throws her head back and 
grunts in the grip of a cramp, then 
looks down at her swollen lower 
stomach as the camera pans in on 
her midsection. “It’s awful!” 

“She’s inflating nicely, don't you 
think?” notes the physician, as he 
runs his hands over her extended 
flesh. “Go ahead and give her the 
rest.” 

“Roll on your back,” orders the 
nurse. She holds the tube so it will 
be between Lena’s legs. 

The nurse releases the clamp and 
soon the pained look returns to 
Lena's face. “Oooowww!” 

“Pull your legs up higher, you've 


“You're swelling like a balloon/' he says. “Do you have gas?" 




got about a pint to go.” 

The victim grits her teeth. Beads 
of sweat have formed on her thighs, 
and in her armpits. A gurgle from 
the enema bag signals the end of her 
first dose. 

“Stand up.” 

Slowly, Lena moves off the table, 
placing one foot at a time on the 
floor. She stands bent over, both 
hands holding her aching and 
swollen tummy. Lena is forced to 
carry the enema bag, tube still 
implanted, over to where the 
pictures had been taken before. 
Even though it is impossible for her 
to expel with the Bardex in her 
rectum, she clenches her buttocks 
tight as she walks across the tile 
floor to the wall. 

This woman makes a truly ridic¬ 
ulous sight, slightly hunched over, 
the tube extending from between 
her cheeks and swinging from side 
to side like a red rubber tail as she 
walks. 

When she reaches the wall, Lena 
is forced to pose, bloated belly, 
enema bag in hand, for the camera. 
Finally, the nurse orders her to 
bend over, the Bardex balloon is 
deflated with a rush of air and the 
tube removed. “Get on the pot and 
relieve yourself!” 

Lena sits on the cold white toilet 
seat. The camera gets a full view 
from the side, and then from the 
front, as Lena grunts and lets a fart 
which is followed by a torrent of 
brown water and lumps of feces 
which fill the bottom of the bucket. 
She grabs her stomach, “Uhhhhh . . 

. (splush!) . . . (the expression on 
her face indicates that this is the 
worst humiliation of all) . . . 
(fpliph!) . . . (blurrff!) . . . 

(splumph!)” Another fart is follow¬ 
ed by more brown water splashing 
into the bucket below her. “Ummm 
. . . (splurph!) . . . ohhhhh. ,, 

The nurse walks over carrying a 
roll of toilet tissue. “You’ve had 
long enough. Wipe and come over 
here.” 


The next scene shows the doctor 
filling the metal can with a quart of 
hot water. He pours in a quart of 
glycerine and stirs the solution. The 
nurse prepares a soapy solution of 
water laced with spirits of turpen¬ 
tine in the other enema bag and 
attaches a .32 French colon tube. 
She liberally lubricates the tube and 
the nozzles of the two adult rectal 
syringes. 

“Come over here, Mrs. Kuch- 
ovski. Bend over the table,” the 
nurse orders. She and the doctor 
each fill a syringe with the glycerine 
solution. “Reach back and spread 
your cheeks!” 

In a moment Lena’s face reveals 
stark terror as another hot surge is 
accompanied by a terrible burning 
sensation in her bowels and an 
urgent need to evacuate. “Aahhh!” 
Her hands grip her belly, her but¬ 
tocks clamp tightly and the muscles 
on her thighs twitch as the nurse 
removes her syringe. Immediately, 
the doctor approaches the presented 
seat. 

“Head flat down on the table. 
Spread your legs apart!” As the 
shaking limbs move apart my host 
pushes the nozzle in and squeezes 
the bulb. 

“Aaeeeee!” Lena screams and 
openly begins to cry. 

The nurse has refilled her syringe. 
“Get over here, away from the 
table.” 

Lena, tears running down her 
cheeks, hobbles over. 

“Bend over, hands on your 
knees.” The nurse is standing 
behind the bent over woman, 
syringe poised near the buttocks. 
“Do you want to go to the bath¬ 
room, Mrs. Kuchovski?” 

“Yes, yes, yes, nurse,” cries 
Lena. 

“All you have to do is ask me to 
please give you another enema, and 
I’ll let you climb on your pot.” 

“Please . . . please just let me go 
now, I. . .” 

“Shut up! Ask! Or I’ll fill you 
with three quarts of this stuff!” 

The naked body is shaken by a 
spasm. “Yes! Yes! Please give me 
another enema!” 

“Good girl. . . innn . . . weee . . . 
go. 

“ Owwwwwwwwww! ” 

“Go get on the pot.” 

* * * 


After a few minutes of Lena 
grimacing and crying as she sits on 
the commode she is ordered back on 
the table. With her bottom away 
from the second enema bag she is 
put into a severe knee-chest posi¬ 
tion, face down oi^the table, butt 
stuck up high. My host has the 
pleasure of holding the tender 
derriere cheeks apart as Nurse 
Kryko feeds the greasy colon tube 
in through the anus. The clamp is 
released and the girl begins to fill. 

After three or four minutes the 
sound man comments, “You’re 
swelling like a balloon, do you have 
gas?” 

The nurse gooses in a few more 
inches of tube. “Answer the man!” 

“I-I don’t. . . y-yes, I have gas,” 
grunts Lena (my physician friend 
commented that she probably could 
not think of anything else to say, 
noting that this was a part that he 
really enjoyed). 

“We’ll take care of that,” re¬ 
marks the doctor. He fills a bulb 
syringe with spirits of turpentine. 

Lena, looking pregnant at full 
term, grits her teeth as the nurse 
begins pulling the tube out of her 
bowels. As the slimy end appears it 
is replaced with the nozzle of the 
bulb syringe. The doctor orders 
Lena to “hold this in. Squat on the 
table with your bottom over the 
edge toward me.” 

When the bloated girl is thus 
positioned the doctor tells Lena to 
grasp the bulb. Putting his hand 
over hers he squeezes the bulb of 
turpentine. “Aaaeeeeeee, awwwoo!” 

“Look into the camera!” 

“That will teach you to have 

gas,” comments the nurse. 

* * * 

Lena stands shivering by the 
table. The camera moves back and 
forth from her to the preparations 
for her final enema. 

The nurse is seen preparing a 
soapsuds solution in the metal can 
and the doctor prepares an enema 
bag with the same solution. The 
nurse connects them with a Y clamp 
to a single tube about 15 feet long. 
About 18” up this tube is an inflat¬ 
able balloon, like a Bardex nozzle. 
The tube could thus be inserted well 
up the rear and held in place, allow¬ 
ing the victim to move around, as 
ordered, without fear of losing the 


"All you have to do is ask me please to give you another enema." 



tube or solution. Each container has 
a separate tube clamp. 

Lena is told to move a straight 
chair from beside the equipment 
table to the comer of the room. She 
is then required to carry her double 
enema over to the comer, stand on 
the chair, and hang each container 
from a hook far up on the wall near 
the ceiling. The nurse then tells her, 
“Each container has a quart and a 
half. You're going to take all of it, 
and you’re going to give it to your¬ 
self. You can turn the flow off any 
time you want. However, when you 
do, I’m going to give you two 
hypodermic injections into your 
seat. You’re also to obey any orders 
given to you during the enema, 
understand?” 

“Yes nurse, I understand.” 

“Now sit on the chair and roll 
over on your right side. Hold up 
your cheek.” 

“Oowww.” Lena’s face reveals 
the existence of a well-syringed and 
very sore hole. 

The nurse pumps up the balloon. 
“Up on your feet.” 

Lena timidly stands, the tube 
dangling behind her. “Should I 
begin now?” 

“Go ahead, and remember what I 
told you about stopping.” 

Lena reaches behind her, fumbles 
for a moment with the clamp, and 
releases it. 

Lena is ordered to “walk toward 
the camera . . . squat . . . flat on 
your stomach . . . now do push-ups. 
Go on, one, two, one, two. . The 
camera shows a shot of the doctor 
filling the hypodermic syringes with 
sterile water from a large vial. 
“Stand up . . . touch your toes. Do 
it again, quickly.” 

The naked girl puts a hand on her 
lower stomach. “I’ve got to turn it 
off.” 




“You can,” smiles the nurse, 
“but remember what you get.” 

Lena looks confused, apparently 
unable to decide which is worse, the 
enema or the needles. The increas¬ 
ing pressure and a cramp decide the 
issue for her and she closes the 
clamp. 

“Over here by the table.” The 
nurse is holding a hypodermic. Lena 
approaches dragging her rubber tail 
behind her. “Show me your ass.” 

“Oww . . . aaeee!” The nurse 
sticks one needle, then the next, 
straight into the dimple on Lena’s 
left cheek. The plungers are pushed 
home, and the syringes, detached, 
leaving the needles sunk into Lena’s 
rump fat like cloves in a ham. 

“You’re leaving them stuck in?” 
cries the surprised bottom owner. 

“You thought this was going to 
be easy, didn’t you? Just a quick 
stick and it’s over. They’re starting 
to sting now, aren’t they?” 

The whole point of this procedure 
is now evident. Lena would have to 
take her enema as quickly as 
possible, forcing it into herself, if 
necessary, in order to avoid the 
increasing painful sting of the 
needles. 

Nurse Kryko smiles at Lena. 
“What are you going to do now?” 

Lena sighs, reaches behind her 
and releases the clamp. 

She stands there for several 
minutes, biting her lower lip, 
gritting her teeth, grunting and 
gasping as the enema continues to 
flow. She cramps and pulls her leg 
up in an unnecessary effort to hold 
in the solution. Again, Lena closes 
the clamp. The nurse approaches. 
“Ohh, nooooooo! . . . Aaaaowww!” 
Two needles in the right buttock. 

Detaching the syringes: “If you 
don’t turn it on, I’ll give you two 
more!” 

The clamp is quickly released. In 
a few moments a gurgle from the 


wall indicates that the first contain¬ 
er is empty. The film shows a 
bloated front and a dimpled butt, 
needles and flesh quivering as Lena 
follows orders from Nurse Kryko to 
go to the wall, climb on the chair, 
and turn on the second enema. 

Lena is almost finished. She 
stands in the middle of the room. 
Her cries and expressions are 
consistent with her grossly distend¬ 
ed bowels. 

“Turn!” 

The camera focuses in on the 
rump. She had turned off the enema 
three times during the second 
injection, necessitating the admin¬ 
istration of six more shots into her 
seat—evidenced, of course, by the 
needles stuck into the flesh. The 
bottom was reddened around the 
site of each needle and each must be 
stinging terribly. Lena sweats and 
shakes as my host approaches. He 
sits on a chair, Lena’s rear present¬ 
ed to him. He removes each needle 
slowly, covering the site with a 
small round band-aid. Lena is then 
allowed to expel. 

The film flickers and ends. 

* * * 

I admitted to my informant and 
host that I had never before seen 
anything like this film. He replied 
by reminding me that Beria was a 
prolific producer of motion pictures, 
that the activities in this film, and 
more, were common happenings in 
the Butyrki women’s ward. As he 
told me I detected a tone of remorse 
in his voice. I don’t know why, but I 
think he felt no sorrow for the 
victims. After watching him in 
action, I think he missed it all. I 
also inquired about Lena. Beria was 
surprisingly true to his word 
because Max was sentenced to five 
years exile on a construction project 
near Novosibirsk where he was 
allowed to use his engineering skills 
and life was not too harsh. 

As for Lena, hers is an interesting 
story. Several months after the film 
was made Lena came to the prison 
requesting to see my informant. She 
sheepishly confessed that she could 
not forget what had been done to 
her, and, while she remembered the 
pain, each time she thought of it she 
became excited. She then meekly 
requested that the doctor subject 
her to some of the same treatment 
again. My host complied, of course, 
upon certain conditions, but that is 
another story! 



Every council meeting saw at least 
one of us sentenced to an enema! 





When I was in nursing school a 
few years ago, enemas were a regu¬ 
lar form of punishment for students 
needing correction. The student dis¬ 
ciplinary council reviewed the marks 
we were given by the instructors 
and assigned various punishments 
to the bottom 20 percent of the 
class, as well as to the worst offen¬ 
ders reported either by an instruc¬ 
tor, a graduate nurse on wards or 
the nursing school office. Usually 
the culprits could expect to have 
their privileges curtailed, or to be 
set some task or other. The Council 
met three times a week, and every 
meeting saw at least one unlucky 
student nurse sentenced to an 
enema. 

The enemas were always given 
promptly, administered by the 
three girls on the council. After the 
meeting, the girls slated for enemas 
would go to their rooms and await 
their punishment, while the council 
members collected the enema equip¬ 
ment. A two-quart hospital enema 
can, tubing and the required 
number of rectal tubes for the eve- 
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We usually had to strip naked from the waist down with legs apart . 


ning’s activities would be arranged 
on a treatment tray along with a jar 
of enema soap and a tube of lubri¬ 
cant. Then a warm soapsuds enema 
would be prepared, the equipment 
assembled with a rectal tube, 
syringe tubing and clamp, the 
whole works covered with a towel, 
and the procession would set off 
down the hall to visit the first errant 
student nurse. 

Upon arriving they would invite 
the victim’s roommate to excuse 
them for a while, and then proceed 
to give the offending nurse an 
enema of sufficient volume and 
force to ensure that the punishment 
was effective. The procedure varied 
from month to month, but usually 
we were required to strip naked 
from the waist down and to either 
bend over the back of our study 
chair or kneel beside the bed with 
our fronts on the mattress and our 
legs wide apart during the enema. 

Once the enema tube was up our 
bottoms we had to thank each of the 
council members for taking time to 
punish us, and also to promise 
never to repeat the offense. When 
she was full of soapy water, the 
hapless girl was given a bathrobe 
and allowed to scurry down the hall 
to the bathroom. There were added 
punishments if we lost any of the 
enema before we got there. 

During the three years I was in 
nursing I was given fifteen enemas 
and I would think I was about 
average in that respect. 

I am now married and still sub¬ 
ject to regular enema discipline 
from my husband who two or three 
times a month finds ample reason to 
fill the enema can I keep under the 
bathroom sink with warm suds and 
to take me across his knee for a 
good cleaning out. 

I might also add that he, too, 
knows enema discipline. A month 
doesn’t go by in which he doesn’t 
find himself leaning over the 
bathtub holding the towel rack 
while I slip a well-lubricated nozzle 
well up his backside and administer 
a good enema. 




—Sandy Chase 








With the tube in place we had to thank each council member. 









The 

Whole 

Crotch 

Ordeal 



Ann had to be disciplined 
for ripping off her customers— 
and internal torture wouldn't show! 


Ann had been working at the 
massage parlor for three months 
now and was very happy with the 
money she was making, plus the big 
bucks she was ripping off after 
hours from clients. One problem— 
Carl ran a clean place and the word 
got back to him that Ann was drug¬ 
ging her after-hour clients and rip¬ 
ping them off. This was bad for bus¬ 
iness, and Ann should be punished. 

Anne was a beautiful eighteen- 
year-old buxom blonde and good for 
Carl’s business, so he had no inten¬ 
tions of disfiguring her. Carl invited 
Ann over to his apartment for a 
party . . . and punishment . . . un- 
benown to Ann. 

When Ann arrived she was 
gleeful and boasted about the old 
dude she had just ripped off. Upon 
entering the apartment she saw Carl 
who was dressed only in tight lea¬ 
ther briefs, plus Tanya and Vickie, 
two beautiful Amazons who were 
clothed only in bras and mini-bi¬ 
kinis. Ann’s expression immediate¬ 
ly turned to one of terror when she 
saw the savage expressions on then- 
faces. 

Carl explained that she would 


have to be punished for her mis¬ 
deeds. Tanya and Vickie seized Ann 
and took her to Carl’s back room. It 
looked like an operating room, ex¬ 
amination table and all. Carl had 
kept his equipment when he lost his 
license to practice medicine. 

Ann was savagely stripped and 
forced upon the table. Her wrists 
were bound over her head, her legs 
spread wide and strapped into the 
stirrups on the table. Ann asked 
Carl to let her go to the bathroom. 
She had been drinking and hadn’t 
pissed in over three hours. Carl ex¬ 
plained that he would relieve her 
bladder in his own way and when he 
was ready. 

Carl examined Ann’s young pink 
cunt lips, peering through the light 
blond pubic hair. Ann’s leg and 
belly muscles were firm from years 
of dancing, her skin was a golden 
brown, accented by the firm nipples 
of her large breasts. 

Carl retrieved a Foley urinary 
catheter from his equipment closet 
and explained how he was going to 
use it to relieve Ann’s bladder. Carl 
spread Ann’s cunt lips and inserted 
the rubber catheter into Ann’s 


uretha—Ann recoiled at the intru¬ 
sion. When the tube reached Ann’s 
bladder she jumped again. Carl 
forced the tube up into Ann’s 
bladder and quickly inflated the 
bulb on the end to hold it in place. 
Carl had attached a long plastic 
tube to the catheter terminating in a 
four-quart plastic bottle filled with 
ice. Ann felt relieved and nauseated 
at the same time as she watched her 
urine being collected in the ice-filled 
bottle. Carl explained how the ice 
would cool it down from 98 degrees 
to 33 degrees, within minutes, and 
how he was going to force the ice- 
cold urine back into Ann’s bladder. 
Ann shuddered at the thought. 

Next Carl produced an elongated 
latex balloon, and explained to Ann 
how this was going to be shoved 
into her cunt and inflated to the size 
of a football. Carl demonstrated by 
inflating the device. Ann’s eyes 
showed horror as Carl lubricated the 
balloon with astringent jelly and 
thrust the device into Ann’s cunt. 
The lubricant began to bum Ann’s 
tender cunt walls immediately—the 
two girls smiled as Ann squirmed in 
an attempt to escape the burning 




device. Carl began to inflate the 
balloon—Ann shrieked as she felt 
her cunt being stretched, and the 
astringent was now burning every 
crevice of her vaginal walls. She 
begged Carl to remove it. No way— 
this was just the beginning. 

The trio left the room—to return 
two hours later. Ann was still 
squirming to dislodge the burning 
balloon in her cunt. Her body glis¬ 
tened with sweat. Ann begged Carl 
to release her, promising him that 
she would not rip off any more cus¬ 
tomers. Carl just smiled and lifted 
up the bottle of chilled urine. 

“Now I am going to bust your 
bladder with this ice-cold piss,” 
Carl smirked. Carl raised the bottle 
to a point about four feet above the 
level of Ann’s bladder. 

The cold urine began to drain 
back into Ann’s bladder. Her belly 
jerked as the cold piss entered her 
bladder. It began to contract trying 
to force the piss back out. Her 
bladder was completely out of con¬ 
trol. 

Vickie and Tanya grinned as a 
bulge above Ann’s pubic hairs 
began to raise. The piss being 
forced into Ann was stretching her 
bladder to the point of excruciating 
pain. Ann screamed and pleaded 


The ice-cold piss 
chilled her bladder 
till she pleaded for mercy. 


with Carl to stop. Carl was not 
going to stop until he had filled 
Ann’s bladder with at least 1.5 
quarts, the limit, before bursting 
her bladder, which was now spasm¬ 
ing uncontrollably. After the three 
pints of freezing piss had been 
forced back into Ann’s bladder Carl 
quickly removed the catheter to 
prevent drain back due to the 
pressure in her belly. Quickly Carl 
inserted a swizzle stick, with a 
round knob on the end, deep into 
Ann’s bladder. Ann screamed as the 
rough swizzle stick was plunged 
through her uretha and bladder 
opening. This would prevent any 
escape of the urine until Carl 
desired. 

Carl had just begun the punish¬ 
ment . . . the female assistants took 
Ann from the table and bent her 
over an adjustable sawhorse. Ann’s 
hands were tied behind her back. 
Tanya held Ann in a bent position 
while Vickie tied Ann’s ankles to 
the legs of the sawhorse. Horror 
was seen in Ann’s eyes as Carl ap¬ 
proached Ann with two large fish 
hooks, which he slowly and expertly 
tore into the flesh of her breasts . . . 
the hooks were then fastened to 
eyes in the floor, assuring that Ann 
would remain in a bent position for 


the next part of her punishment. 

Ann was miserable . . . her blad¬ 
der still convulsing, her cunt on fire 
and the hooks in her breast causing 
searing pain. Ann moaned and 
begged them to stop. 

Carl now took a position behind 
Ann’s spread ass cheeks and 
admired the tight virgin asshole of 
the girl. Carl now calmly explained 
how he was going to administer a 
five quart enema to Ann. Ann 
pleaded with Carl to no avail. This 
was his specialty and would be ex¬ 
cruciating and he would not now 
think of stopping. Carl explained 
that this was to be a special type of 
enema . . . five quarts of terpentine- 
laced glycerine water, preceded by 
air from the colon tube, in order to 
bring the maximum of pain, cramp¬ 
ing, bloating, churning and dis¬ 
comfort. 

In order to get the large 20-inch- 
long colon tube all the way around 
through Ann’s large intestine, Carl 
knew he would have to negotiate the 
interior sphinctor muscles of the 
sigmoid flexure ... no problem. 
Carl coated his middle finger with 
the burning astringent he had used 
in Ann’s cunt. He slowly inserted 
his rotating finger into Ann’s rec¬ 
tum. Ann shrieked as the gel lubri- 






cant began to burn her rectum— 
Carl thrust his finger deeper into 
Ann’s rectum. The pain caused Ann 
to try to stand up and she wailed as 
the fish hooks imbedded in her 
breasts jerked her back into the 
bent position. Tanya and Vickie 
began to get very excited at the 
sight . . . moisture began to soak 
through their sheer panties. 

Now Carl removed his finger and 
inserted a ginger suppository deep 
into Ann’s bowels. This caused 
Ann’s guts to bum and contract, 
trying to expel the burning suppos¬ 
itory. Her gut telescoped toward 
her anus. Now Carl easily inserted 
his 20-inch colon tube into Ann’s 
guts, easily snaking the tube all the 
way around to where the small 
intestine empties into the large in¬ 
testine. Ann cried out in pain at the 
intrusion. The colon tube was fol¬ 
lowed with an inflatable bardex 
nozzle which was forced into Ann’s 
rectum, and inflated, filling her 
rectum. Carl was now ready to start 
the punishment. 

Air was intentionally left in the 
colon tube so when the fluid started 
•flowing it would force the air up into 
Ann’s small intestine, causing 
spastic cramping. Carl released the 
clamp that restrained the glycerine 
water, which forced the air up into 
Ann’s small intestines. She shrieked 
in agony at the pain. The following 
terpentine-laced glycerine water 
caused unbearable pain and cramp¬ 
ing in Ann’s guts. 

Ann struggled to free herself from 
the devilish colon tube to no avail. 
The fish hooks in her breasts just 
dug deeper . . . her guts were on 
fire. Every inch of her guts was 
being seared by the solution. Her 
belly began to swell as the volume 
of fluid continued to distend her 
guts. Carl took over an hour to 
administer the enema in order to 
cause the ultimate in pain and dis- _ 
comfort to the victim. The two 
female assistants smirked savagely 
as they watched the torture. 

Ann’s pleas for mercy and her 
screams for release only caused the 
trio more pleasure. Ann’s belly was 
now distended beyond the point of a 
nine-month pregnancy. 

Finally Ann was untied from the 
sawhorse and then spreadeagled to 
the cold tile wall. Sweat ran down 



Ann’s face over her tortured breasts 
onto her bloated stomach. 

Now for the finale: Ann’s cunt 
was going to be stretched beyond 
any limits she had ever dreamed it 
could be. Vickie and Tanya both 
vied for the pleasure of fully inflat¬ 
ing the devilish device previously 
inserted into Ann’s cunt. The tre- 


Her belly began 
to swell as the fluid 
distended her guts. 
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mendous pressure from Ann’s dis¬ 
tended bladder and bloated guts 
had depressed her vagina. Carl at¬ 
tached the inflation bulb and al¬ 
lowed Vickey and Tanya to take 
turns squeezing the bulb to split 
Ann’s cunt. With each squeeze of 
the bulb the girls began to brag 
about which one would draw blood 
first. Carl knew the limits the cunt 
could be stretched without being 
split. Ann shrieked as the balloon in 
her cunt continued to be inflated by 
the two savage girls. 

The expansion of the balloon in 
her cunt caused more pain to her 
bladder and rectum. Her bladder 
and bowels strained for release. Carl 
allowed the bulb to be inflated to 
over four inches in diameter, before 
he made the girls stop. Ann could 
only moan for mercy now . . . the 
distention and pain so great. While 
Ann’s body was at its maximum 
point of distention the two girls 
took pictures of the pain on her face, 
and the pregnant appearance her 
belly had taken on. This was to be a 
reminder of the punishment she 
would endure for any more ripping 
off of her customers . . . and this 
was just for the first offense. 

Ann was taken to the cold shower 
where she would be completely alert 
for the final act. Carl slightly 
deflated the balloon in her cunt and 
released a little of the air from the 
bulb in her rectum. This was done 
so no permanent damage would be 
done to Ann’s beautiful body, in the 
final act. Who would believe her 
story of torture if she had no scars 
to show? 

Simultaneously, all of the block¬ 
ing devices were jerked from Ann’s 
distended, pain-racked body orifices 
by Carl and the two girls. The sen¬ 
sation was one of a woman having 
her bladder, guts, and cunt ripped 
from their normal holdings in her 
belly, at the same time. The trio 
watched with glee as all of the pent- 
up fluids gushed from Ann’s crotch. 
Ann fainted in exhaustion as her 
stomach returned to almost normal 
size. 

The next day Ann was back at 
work showing no external signs of 
her ordeal the night before. She 
wasn’t likely to misbehave again. If 
so, the next ordeal would not be 
so light. 












SENSUOUS MISTRESS 

Beautiful statuesque 28 yr old domina- 
trix now accepting a few choice slaves 
for session in my well appointed luxuri¬ 
ous home. B&D, S&M, prolonged 
humiliation, toilet servitude and body 
worship are my forte. I will extract your 
deepest most hidden fantasies. Busi¬ 
nessmen visiting L.A. will find their stay 
a most painful one. Bizarre couples and 
bi-girls especially welcome. Handsome 
slave for rent on request. Live shows 
also arranged. Discretion guaranteed. 
SASE and phone no. get immediate 
reply. Only the true sexual sophisticate 
need respond. Also need bi-girl for live 
in slave. Will help the right girl relocate. 
Send $2.00, refundable on contact, to 
show sincerity. Mistress Gallatan, 5466 
Santa Monica Blvd., Los Angeles, CA 
90029. 



ENEMA PHOTOS 

Get turned on by shapely rears of all 
types. These Grade A photos are 
collectors' items for water sports 
enthusiasts. For catalog, send $2 with 
signature that you are over 21 plus com¬ 
plete mailing address to: Sherry Taylor, 
Dept. WP, 1312 No. Cahuenga Blvd., 
Hollywood, CA 90026. 



DOMINANT NURSE 

will give enemas in your home or mine, 
also golden showers. Can call you for 
phone and games (Dial-a-lay). My 
enema equipment is different. I enjoy 
spanking and all usual. Include $2 for pic 
and details; include stamped envelope. 
A.R., P.O. Box 2274, Grand Central 
Station, N.Y., N.Y. 10017. 


FEMALES ONLY 

Baby 25 years old needs spanking by mother 
type 25-45 years old. Must live in Chicago area. 
I am a very bad boy. Include phone # and 
photo. Fast reply. R.J.S., 2543 W. Marquette, 
Chicago, IL 60629. 


DOMINANT MISTRESS 

Attractive, well qualified in erotic and 
disciplinarian enemas, bondage, humiliation, 
watersports, T.V. training, seeks submissive 
slaves interested in leather, rubber, bizarre and 
exotic. Will answer all who send SASE. Janet 
Roman, P.O. Box 602, El Cerrito, CA 94530. 


DOMINANT FEMALE 

interested in passive or straight males who 
truly enjoy water sports. I have lots of 
equipment. Write Linda Spiva, code#WP-1032. 


HOW TO RESPOND TO A CODED AD 

1. Write a separate letter to each personal listing you wish to 
contact. Place each letter in a separate envelope and seal. On 
each envelope place your return address in the upper left hand 
corner and the code numberof the advertiser in the lower left 
hand corner in pencil. Place a stamp on the envelope. 

2. Enclose each envelope you wish forwarded in a larger 
envelope with your payment of $1 for each letter to be for¬ 
warded. Also enclose a separate sheet of paper on which you 
have written, “I am over 18 years of age. I agree to comply with 
all local, state and federal regulations and statutes when corre¬ 
sponding with advertisers." Sign the paper. 

3. Address the large envelope to: Roxbury Press, 256 So. 
Robertson Blvd., Beverly Hills, CA 90211. 















HOW TO PLACE A PERSONAL ADVERTISEM ENT 


Correspondence ads from females are accepted free of charge. Men and couples must pay 15 cents per word for each insertion 
of their advertisement. Photos are run without charge. EVERY ad submitted for the personal columns MUST be accompanied by 
this ad form. No ad will be accepted unless this form is signed. 

ADS WITH PHOTOS FROM FEMALES AND COUPLES ARE PLACED FREE OF CHARGE 

TELEPHONE NUMBERS: Personal ads with telephone numbers will be accepted for an additional charge of $2 per ad. This is to 
cover the cost of verifying the telephone number given. If we cannot reach you to verify your phone number your ad will not be run. 

ADVERTISING POLICIES: All advertisements must be paid for in full when ordered. Roxbury Press reserves the right to censor, edit 
or reject any advertisement submitted. Roxbury Press assumes no liability for and implies no endorsement of any product, service or 
individual whose advertising is published. 

I enclose 15 cents per word for insertion of the ad below in your magazine. 

□ I am a female/we are a couple and have enclosed a photo for a FREE advertisement. 

Print your ad clearly on the lines below or on separate sheet: 


Send to: ROXBURY PRESS, Dept. W8-P, 256 So. Robertson Blvd., Beverly Hills, CA 90211 

Signature_ Date 

NAME_ 

ADDRESS_ 

CITY_ STATE_ ZIP 


Daniel D. Teoli Jr. 
Archival Collection 


Classified Ads 



DOMINANT 40-24-38 

I am well equipped for wrestling and the 
loser gets an enema. Humiliation and TV 
training as well as any bizarre. Send 
$2.00 and a stamped envelope for pic, 
details. Box 307, Pleasantville, N.Y. 


ENEMA LOVER 

White, 32, handsome male lover of 
soapy water enemas who can take 8 
quarts seeks other enema fans in 
Seattle, Wash., area, who love to give 
or receive. Any age or race. Write: Bert 
Swinson, P.O. Box 723, Renton, Wash. 
98055. 

SUBMISSIVE FEMALE 

wanted, any white female 20 to 30 years 
of age in the N.J. area willing to be 
given enemas and watch her defecate 
resulting from the enema, also a natural 
bowel movement. Allen R. Ludwig (201) 
787-1410. 

A LADY SEXOLOGIST'S 

new exciting writings are now available 
on enemas, its history and stories, 
Gestapo and Japanese sexual tortures 
illustrated and comments, electric stim¬ 
ulation, urolagnia, female masturbation. 
Oriental customs, some savage, bestial¬ 
ity, domination, tickling, many way-out 
topics. Send $1 for details (state inter¬ 
est), $2 for all lists with 2 specimen 
pages. Mrs. G.M. Briant, 112 Vale 
Road, Worcester Park, Surrey KT4 7EB, 
England. Send air mail. 


UNINHIBITED COUPLE 

She doctor's assistant, will model, any¬ 
thing goes. Will give and receive 
enemas. Generous men, women, cou¬ 
ples meet us in the Northwest, or we 
can travel. Discreet and honest service. 
Donna Mitchell, General Delivery, Pack- 
wood, Wash. 98361. 




























ORDER FORM 

Before ordering, please read and sign the dis¬ 
claimer below. (You must also sign if you wish to 
remain on our mailing list.) This disclaimer is nec¬ 
essary due to harassment of mail order firms in the 
United States dealing in adult material. 


ORDERING INFORMATION 

POSTAGE: We pay postage on all orders over $15. If your order is 
under $15, add 10% for postage and handling. California residents 
add 6% sales tax. Your order will be shipped out first class in a plain 
unmarked wrapper. Your personal check must clear our bank 
before we can process your order; allow 21 days. FOREIGN 
ORDERS: Add an additional 10% for air mail postage. 


I enclose $_. I wish to order the following items by code 

number: 


CATALOG U 

DESCRIPTION 

PRICE 


























ROXBURY GUILD MEMBERS: DEDUCT 10% FROM TOTAL 
For additional items, use a separate sheet of paper 



□ I do not wish to order anything at this time, but I would like to 
remain on your mailing list. Enclosed is $1 to cover postage and 
handling. (FREE TO GUILD MEMBERS) 

LEGAL DISCLAIMER 

I certify by my signature that I am over 18 years of age and that I 
wish to order the merchandise indicated above for my own 
personal use in my own home. Please send my order to me at the 
address indicated. I further certify that I am not a city, county, 
state or federal law enforcement officer, nor am I an inspector or 
official of the United States Postal Service, ordering this material 
with the intention of using such material as evidence for prosecu¬ 
tion or harassment of any individual or organization. My signature 
below also guarantees that I have not, as of this date, signed U.S. 
Postal Service form 2201 (pursuant to 39 USC 3010), and I hereby 
warrant that I have no intentions of signing said form 2201 in the 
future. 


Legal signature 


NAME_ 

ADDRESS _ 

CITY _ 

STATE_ ZIP 


Send order to: 


ROXBURY PRESS, Dept. WP, 256 So. Robert¬ 
son Blvd., Beverly Hills, CA 90211. 






























































maxi pads 

for 


EXTRA SLIP-PROOF ADHESIVE 

Just peel the cover off the adhesive 
press the Kotex Maxi Pad into your 
close fitting panties or panty girdle, 
results with pantyhose, attach the Kot 
Maxi Pad to panties worn under panty 


V ; :> E BARRIER SHIELD 

er the lining gives extra 
nr-t.rxn m nrpvpnt accidents. 







outline of something on her crotch. 

I lay there for about an hour, wondering 
what this stuff meant. I got up about the 
time Mom was getting home, to go to the 
bathroom, and as I was standing there 
pissing, I looked at the box on the com¬ 
mode—"Kotex." I picked it up to read the 
label and just as I did, Mom opened the 
door and said, "So—playing with yourself 
and feeling the Kotex!" 

Before I could protest my innocence, she 
yanked me into the living room and called 
both Carol and Marci and announced to 
them that she'd caught me playing with 
myself and feeling the new box of Kotex. No 
matter how loudly I protested they just sat 
and laughed and then Carol said one thing 
I'll never forget: 

"Just like a man, playing with something 
he shouldn't be." 

Mom said they ought to train me to leave 
things alone, like they trained our dog Duke 
to use the newspapers and not the floor. I 
had visions of my face getting rubbed in dog 
shit, but they had other ideas. 

Mom had Carol get the Kotex box from 
the bathroom and when she returned, the 
girls were tittering to themselves. Mom said 
that if I was so interested in them, maybe I 
should wear one! 

I was mortified. She then had Carol get a 
sanitary belt, made me strip, and with 
Marci's help got it on me. My prick couldn't 
have gotten hard if I'd wanted it to. They 
laughed uproariously at me and I turned 
beet red. Then Mom had Marci lift up her 
nightgown and stand in front of me so I 
could see the Kotex and belt on her. Despite 
my situation, I was intrigued. 

Marci was about 16 and she had a nicely 
rounded little belly with some soft looking 
downy pubic hair peeking over and around 
the edges of the napkin. The belt was up 
around her waist and pulled down in front 
where the tabs attached to the Kotex. It 


looked like a harness and a mask to me. 
Remember, this was the first female I had 
ever seen, with a Kotex no less! 

Then Mom had her unfasten the front of 
the napkin and hold it down for me to see. 
She kept saying something about how I was 
like Dad, always wanting to see things I 
shouldn't. As Marci held the napkin down I 
saw the red blood in the center and was 
really revulsed at this sight. 

"Do you like this blood, you little per¬ 
vert?" she said. 

Then, to my dismay, I involuntarily began 
to get hard. Mom said for Marci to come 
over and make me smell the bloody Kotex! 
They made me kneel on the floor and that 
bitch Marci was really enjoying it. She came 
over and held the Kotex about an inch from 
my nose and made me inhale deeply. The 
smell wasn't all that bad, sort of like Mr. 
Benet's trash cans at the butcher shop. But 
the bloody mess on the napkin center was 
too much for me. 

Meanwhile, Carol was laughing in the 
corner. She asked Mom if maybe I should 
get my nose rubbed in it. Marci immediately 
wiped the Kotex on my nose. I tried to wipe 
it off and all I got was laughter and a bloody 
hand. 

All this time my mother had kept her 
nurse's uniform on and was really in charge. 

I looked at Marci's cunt and the lips were 
glistening with oozing blood. It was a 
gooshy mess to look at, but to me today, it 
is still a super turn on. It was traumatic 
enough to be seeing a cunt for the first time, 
then to see on in this condition was almost 
more than my mind could absorb. 

As I look back on that fateful night, I 
don't remember much of what else went on, 
except that I was made to wear the awful 
bloody Kotex that Marci wiped on me. Then 
I was put to bed and told to stay out of 
female business. All throughout the rest of 
my childhood, the girls never let me forget 
that night. This night was to shape me for 
the rest of my life. I now love the sight of a 
woman when she is on the rag. I love to 
smell a fresh Kotex that is sopping with the 
rich red menstrual blood and sometimes I 
even will perform cunnilingus on my girl¬ 
friend when she is bleeding. 

This is by no means the end of my child¬ 
hood tales, but the reader should know from 
where I got my particular perversion. 



HOW I GOT TURNED OH 


I had visions of my face getting rubbed in dog shit 
but they had other ideas. 


By the Kotex Kid 

I grew up with my mother and two older 
sisters, as my father had been killed in an 
industrial accident when I was four. Mom 
was a practical nurse and my sisters were 
each four and six years older than I. Mom 
worked the 3-11 p.m. shift at a local hospi¬ 
tal. By the time I'd get home from school 
dinner had been started and usually Marci, 
the youngest, had the table set. Then Carol 
would get home and we'd usually eat 
around 5:30—then my chore was to do the 
dishes. 

This one night the girls were talking and 
Marci told Carol that her period had started 
that afternoon and she wasn't feeling good 
and could Carol help me with my home¬ 
work. I had no idea what they were talking 
about. They kept talking about periods and 
Carol said she'd heard that mothers and 
their daughters all will probably have periods 
near the same time since the hormones were 
the same. I had an idea it all had something 
to do with the bathroom and those boxes I 
saw in there once in a while. I was 12 at the 
time, and mainly interested in baseball, but 
my curiosity had been aroused, and I re¬ 
solved that tonight, after I'd finished my 
homework, I was going to satisfy it by look¬ 
ing over the bathroom. 

Carol, dressed in her pajamas, helped me 
with the homework. As I was reaching to get 
an eraser I knocked one of my books on the 
floor and Carol bent down to pick it up. As 
she did so, her PJ top rode up and I saw my 
first sanitary belt. Just the top of it was 
visible and only for a second. I'd seen those 
belts in their drawers when I was looking for 


hidden candy and it dawned on me what it 
was there for. I'd thought they were to hold 
up stockings! 

After finishing my homework I went in my 
own room and had my pants off when in 
walked Carol to kiss me goodnight. She 

"Do you like this 
blood, you little 
pervert?" she said. 



wasn't embarrassed and watched me get 
into my PJs, and kissed me as I got into bed. 
I turned out the light as she got to the door 
and from the hall light I could see the 







THE WHOLE ROXBURY CATALOG #3 


(Earlier catalogs FREE on request) 




TWO OF 
THE MOST 
BIZARRE 
FILMS 

EVER MADE! 



Big-bellied bad girl gets what's coming to her for being six months 
pregnant! Her surprised boyfriend punishes her—first with a sting¬ 
ing bare-bottom spanking, then he ties her up and gives her a cold 
beer enema! She pleads for mercy; he lets her go potty. Stars 
Serena, famous B&D model. F-609 


PLUS 

THESE 

EIGHT 


Her doctor tells very pregnant Lucy she's too early. She insists the 
baby is due now. Impatient but horny, he shackles her to the 
examining table, probes her with fingers and tongue, then gives 
her a large volume enema! She's so turned on she comes back for 
more. Lots of bloat and an unusual lactation scene. F-610. 


THE ABDUCTION 
OF PATTY 




REFORM SCHOOL 
ENEMA 


Explicit degradation . . . one girl tortures 
another with sadistic abandon! F-604 


$30 each 
$55 for two 
$17.50 each 


Snatched by radical terrorists . . . forced to 
endure torture and degradation! F-601 


Naughty young girl spanked, bound and 
flushed by a cruel headmistress! F-602 
"Fine, juicy enemas ... a classic!" 

— Fetish Times 


BATTLE OF THE 
SLAVEGIRLS 


additional 

film 


ADRENA'S 
PUNISHMENT ENEMA 


ORGY OF PAIN 



Abducted by Satanists, a young couple 
endures torture and humiliation! Filmed at 
House of Dominance, L.A. F-607 


EXPLOSIVE ADULT FEATURES 

Regular 8mm color only HUSBAND TRAINING 

TORTURE OF THE 
SLAVEGIRL 



Forced to crawl, kiss Queen Adrena's feet, 
submit to the whip, satisfy her sexually and, 
finally, beg for mercy! F-606 






TORTURE BY WATER 


On a remote mountaintop, two captive 
beauties battle to entertain their sadistic 
master! F-603 


The Amazon queen gives a swaggering 
husband the most punishing enema ever 
filmed! F-605 


A young man and woman bound and given 
simultaneous enemas, one upside-down! 
Filmed at House of Dominance. F-608 



Pregnant Punishment (FP-609A) 
Abduction of Patty (FP-601A) 
Reform School Enema (FP-602A) 


PHOTO SETS FROM ABOVE $4 EACH 

Labor of Lust (FP-610A) 
Adrena's Punishment Enema (FP-605A) Orgy of Pain (FP-607A) 
Husband Training (FP-606A) Torture by Water (FP-608A) 

ORDER COUPON ON PAGE 44 


Battle of the Slave Girls (FP-603A) 
Torture of the Slave Girls (FP-604A) 



























HOT CHfcEKS 


BK-256 


Literary Classics 

the world's most sophisticated 
adult literature 


COLLECTOR'S 

CLASSICS 

from the golden days 
of Nutrix! 


Through special arrangement, we 
are able to offer these provocative 
novels originally published by the 
famous Nutrix Corp. in the Fifties and 
early Sixties. Most are out of print; you 
won't find them in bookstores anymore. 
These 64-page novels are loaded with 
illustrations and photos by the best 
creative talents of their era. Buy now. . . 
supplies are limited. 


BK-260 

ORDER COUPON ON PAGE 44 J 


HOT CHEEKS, Part 1- 
Two naughty 
English schoolgirls 
trade homes with two 
American teens ... 
madcap adventures 
and spankings aplentyl 
BK-203 


COMING 
CLEAN-Two 
complete youth enema 
stories: "Margaret 
Morris, School Nurse" 
and "My Sister, My 
Nurse, Part II" ... in 
one great bookl BK-204 


ENEMA 

RAPIST—Pretty coeds 
terrorized by a 
mysterious intruder 
who loves giving 
forced enemas and — 
BK-205 


BK-257 


ENEMA 

ECSTASY-Two great 
enema stories: "Billy 
the Silly Sophomore" 
(Ch. 3 of the Margaret 
Morris, School Nurse 
series); and "As the 
Water Flows," a soapy 
opera for television. 
Both profusely 
illustrated. Bk-210 


ENEMA RAPIST, 

Part 2— (Can be read 
independently of Part 
1). The rapist goes too 
far and meets a coed 
who can take itl 
BK-211 


$5 each/$4 for each additional book 


BK-259 


REFORM SCHOOL 
ENEMA — Based on the 
Roxbury film. A 
naughty nymph talks 
back and is severely 
punished with 
spankings and enemas. 
BK-209 


THE ABDUCTION OF 
PATTY — Based on the 
Roxbury film. Every 
blow, every sadistic 
torture captured in 
photos and textl 
BK-207 


$3 each 


BK-253 




i 


HOT CHEEKS, Part 2- 
Butt-blistering 
climax (can be read 
independently of Part 
1). Our English 
exchange students 
wind up on the wrong 
end of the paddle after 
seeking revenge! 
BK-206 































































What I enjoy seeing is pictures of 
women peeing. Please put more 
pictures of women peeing in future 
magazines or, better yet, begin 
publishing an entire magazine de¬ 
voted to pictures of this nature. I 
am sure sales would be very good. 

R.V. 

Dallas 


TWISTED STREAM 

Dear Editor: 

Finally we urolagniacs and un- 
dinists have a magazine which we 
can partially call our own. Tastes 
are not to be disputed and to each 
his own, but I am not in the least 
ways turned on by enemas. My 
fetish is golden shower. I am simply 
and uncontrollably crazy about 
watching or hearing about women 
pissing in unusual locations. Just as 
titillating as photos of nude or 
skirt-hoisted peeing beauties, are 
the true-to-life adventure tales 
(tails?) of daring lasses who “could 
not hold it one second longer" and 
let their golden juices flow and 
stream unabashedly in some for¬ 
bidden public or semi-public scene. 

Welcome the ladies in the audience 
to step forward and relate their tales 
of those anxious thirty seconds or 
so as they stood panties down, skirt 
up in some phone booth, subway 
station, bus stop, hallway, parking 
lot, etc. and heeded nature's call 
oblivious to all those surrounding 
them. I know that it happens more 
often than admitted for I nearly 



witnessed such a spectacular event 
in the subways of a large metropol¬ 
itan city, but rushing to the site of 
the sonorous pissing sound echoing 
in the subterranean cavern, I 
arrived too late to see anything but 
a splashed puddle on the pavement 
and an enchantingly beautiful ne- 
gress sauntering away quite satis¬ 
fied. 

Havelock Ellis, a urolagnic him¬ 
self, vividly portrays the case 
history of an English undinist (and 
flagellist) in Volume II of Studies in 
the Psychology of Sex, pp. 137-143, 
“Florrie and the Mechanism of 
Sexual Deviation." Furthermore, 
Ellis has a chapter entitled “Undin- 
ism" in the same volume which 
relates a cross-cultural comparison 
of attitudes and positions of male 
and female urination. The famous 
sexologist also tells of early child¬ 
hood experiences with his urolagnic 
mother in his autobiography and is 
supposedly the author of the 
undinist novel, Gynecocray (1893) 
under the pseudonym Julian Rob¬ 
inson. 

My Secret Life, the anonymously 
authored, best selling excursion 
into the true sexual mores of 
Victorian England, contains a few 
good urolagnic turn-ons: try pages 
78-79, 83-84, 577-578 for example. 

It is highly significant that your 
magazine should be entitled Water 
and Power, for the Harvard-trained 
psychologist, Henry Murray, em¬ 
phasized the urethral stage which 
occurs simultaneously with the anal 
psycho-sexual stage of development 
that Freud emphasized. Murray 
identified the Icarus complex in 
which excessive urinary preoccupa¬ 
tion is associated with ambition for 
power. 

Great success to your magazine 
and kindly print this letter if you 
have space available. And mean¬ 
while let’s have some of the soggy 
details of daring exploits and 
embarrassing accidents from some 
of your female readers, it should be 
a regular column. 

Sincerely, 
“Prof. I.P. Daily" 
Cambridge, Mass. 

Wet Dreams, our sister publica¬ 
tion, has just such a continuing 
feature, called (< Accident Reports. ” 
You might also try our other sister, 
Waterworks magazine, for further 
exploration of the twisted stream. 


Dear Editor: 

I enjoyed your first publication of 
Water & Power immensely and am 
looking forward to future copies. I 
am interested in a subscription, if 
they are available. 

I would like to see an article 
picturing enema equipment, where 
it can be purchased, info on its use if 
it is specialized, and the equipment 
in operation. Make it a series if you 
wish, featuring a particular piece in 
each issue. 

Paul Palme 
Trenton, N.J. 

Dear Editor: 

Here are some ideas for Water & 
Power magazine: 

Photos depicting anal stimulation 
through insertion of finger into 
rectum (female) showing Vaseline 
on finger. 

Analinctus female and female, 
male and female in color. 

Sado-anal intercourse with bound 
female. 

Infant getting Fleet enema over 
mother's knee. 

Young girl getting enema over 
mother's knee. 

Girl having her temperature 
taken rectally with an electronic 
digital thermometer. 

Girl being prepared for a G.I. 
series. 

Girl having a proctological exam¬ 
ination, totally naked, on examina¬ 
tion table. 

Closeup photo of a Bardex inflat¬ 
able nozzle. Also barium enema tip. 

An article on French catheter size 
and French catheter tubing for 
enema rectal tips, etc. 

Photo of a rectal plug and Miller 
inflatable cuff. (Photo of a hand 
holding a rectal plug near a female 
buttock, showing it about to be 
placed in the rectum.) 

Unsigned 

Daniel O. Teoli Jr. 

Archival Collection 


Water & Power welcomes letters 
and photos from readers. Letters 
should preferably be typed and double 
spaced, but neat, legible handwriting is 
okay. You don't have to use your real 
name. Send letters and photos to The 
Editor, Roxbury Press, 256 So. Rob¬ 
ertson Blvd., Beverly Hills, CA 90211. 






it extremely soft and so delightful 
to apply. There are several brands 
of powder puffs available but my 
favorite is a brand aptly called 
“Lushus.” Your large size puff is 
great after shaving as it can usually 
cover your whole cheek area. 

During warm weather, a good 
powdering with a soft puff is so 
pleasurable. For any guy who is in 
the mood for a little added softness, 
there is nothing like a “good 
powdering.” You simply forget 
about conformity and masculinity 
and enjoy yourself . . . with the 
powder. It can be truly said that 
nothing soothes like powder and 
nothing powders like a puff and of 
course, the bigger the powder puff, 
the more enjoyable the powdering. 

It would be great to see an article 
in “ Water and Powder , ” on the 
“delights” of the powder box with 
some photos of the gals introducing 
the guys ... to the powder puff. 
Maybe some other readers after 
reading my letter may have a yen to 
try the powder puff. I am sure the 
editor would be glad to run their 
letters telling how they enjoyed a 
‘ ‘good powdering! ’ ’ 

“P.P.F.F.P.” 

(“Powder Puff Fan From Phila) 



Photo by Sherema 

Dear Sir: 


Your magazine, Water & Power , 
is just wonderful, and I can’t wait 
to buy the next issue! 

However, I wish you’d feature 
photos of the following: 

1 . Girls menstruating. Show photos 
of girls inserting a tampon and 
removing the soiled tampon. Show 
photos of girls wearing a sanitary 
belt and hooting on a Kotex sani¬ 
tary napkin and wearing it (front and 
back views). Show the bloody 


Kotex dangling from only the front 
clasp. Show the girl removing the 
soiled Kotex and wiping her cunt 
lips with toilet paper. 

2. Girls urinating. I would especially 
like to see more photos of girls 
pissing. Show a girl sitting on the 
toilet, spreading her cunt lips wide 
apart so we can clearly see her 
urethral hole. Show her taking a 
long pee, then wiping herself with 
toilet paper. Better yet, show a girl 
(with pubic hair all shaved off) 
standing in a bathtub or shower 
stall, legs apart, spreading her 
smooth cunt lips apart, pissing out 
a long golden stream (perhaps also 
pissing on her hand). Also, show 
this shaved girl pissing with her 
legs closed, so that the pee runs 
down her thighs and legs. Also 
show her pissing into a large glass. 
Have another girl watching her and 
then wiping her off with toilet 
paper. Best yet, show a girl sitting 
back in bed on a towel, spreading 
her cunt lips apart, and pissing out 
a long stream on the towel. Show a 
back view of a girl bending forward 
and pissing on a towel on the floor. 
A great variation would be two girls 
standing side-by-side in a shower 
stall both pissing. 

I think your enema photos are 
real good—but, most of all, I’d like 
to see photos of girls pissing. Hope 
you follow up on my several 
suggestions. You should have a 
separate magazine ($7.50 would be 
a reasonable price if color photos 
were included) called Golden Show¬ 
ers or Pissed Off which exclusively 
shows photos of girls peeing. There 
is certainly a good market for such a 
magazine! 

A concerned reader 

PISS-N-POWER 

Colin Lavage, Editor: 

You asked for reader comment, so 
here is mine. After receiving your 
issue of Water & Power I decided 
this was not what I had in mind. 
The ole female waterworks is hidden 
from view—even when you watch 
you can’t see anything. So—how 
about a magazine using a different 
source of power—nature’s own. 
Something along the outline enclos¬ 
ed. I’m sure every male wonders 
how the female does it. How about 
it? 

SECTION I - PUSSY POWER 

—Closeups of beavers and shaved 
beavers pissing from all angles. 



—Contests of same to see who 
can 

* piss the farthest 

* most accurately into different 
containers 

* the most, etc. 

SECTION II - PECKER POWER 

—Male counterpart of above 

*male vs. male 

*soft, hard, etc. 

SECTION III - PUSSY POWER 
VS. PECKER POWER 

—More of same as above 

*some water Olympics 

* female vs. male 

* each tries to out-do the other 

Name withheld 
Walnut Creek, Calif. 

GOLDEN SHOWERS 

Dear Sir: 

I am writing an open letter to you 
to try to get you to publish some 
golden shower magazines. You are a 
pioneer in the enema field, and I 
thought at last they were coming 
out with some good golden shower 
material when Water & Power came 
out. But alas, while the quality was 
good, the action was lousy. 

So how about publishing a golden 
shower mag for those of us who like 
it? I’m sure in a nation of 213 
million people there must be 
hundreds of thousands who would 
like a good quality golden shower 
magazine. 

Warren Seigle 
Charleston, S.C. 

Dear Sir: 

I purchased a copy of your Water 
& Power magazine. I am not inter¬ 
ested in enemas, spanking, B & D 
or infantilism, but am very inter¬ 
ested in the water sports section. 








then to spread her ass cheeks which 
she does. He then slowly inserts in 
her anus a flesh colored plastic 
device, rather thin for about an inch 
and then suddenly about 1” thick 
for another two inches, pushing it 
almost all the way in—explaining 
that it is to relax her anal muscle. 

There follows the inevitable fellatio 
scene followed by a brief (30 sec.) 
vaginal intercourse sequence. Then 
he separates from her, having 
removed the ass plug (dilator a 
minute or so before) and lubricates 
and stretches again and again her 
anus in preparation for a screwing 
in her ass (by tilting and rotating 
his finger). He then (she is lying on 
her side with knees flexed) slowly 
(“Go slowly please!” she pleads) 
pushes his penis into her rectum. 
After several long slow in-and-out 
strokes his pace quickens and she is 
buffeted violently on the bed as he 
pumps her—presumably to the 
point of ejaculating into her rectum. 

The next sequence has her being 
anointed with a greyish-blue oil by 
a nude female who stimulates her 
with hands and mouth on her 
breasts, chest, abdomen and vulva. 

The next sequence finds her in a 
bathtub with a yellow shampoo 
type hose of rather large diameter 
(the kind sold with such devices in 
drugstores) with the “head” cut off 
it. Water is pouring from it at a fair 
clip—perhaps a quart and a half per 
minute. The girl (lying on her back) 
uses the hose to wash her breasts, 
mouth, vulva for a few minutes. 
Then she adopts something of a 
knee chest position in the tub 
(keeping her head out of the water) 
and guides the end of the hose 
issuing water up between her ass 
cheeks to her anus. As she pushes it 
in one can hear the water trying to 
escape as the hose makes the tran¬ 
sition from free flow outside her 
body to free flow inside her rectum. 
She reacts sharply to the sensa¬ 
tion—as though the water is 
flowing too fast—but holds on and 
pushes the hose several times 
deeper into her rectum and colon. 

The camera then alternates be¬ 
tween her face, side views of her 
body and the hose in her anus for 
about 48 seconds (timed by me). 
Her expression throughout is one of 
difficulty in accepting the flow (I 
know, I have felt it several times 
myself) rate but pleasure at the 
sensation. Apparently she allows 
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the water to continue running in her 
for another 30 seconds or so. Sur¬ 
prisingly she didn’t suddenly jump 
out and run to the toilet (a realistic 
reaction) but (removed the tube?) 
and rolled over on her back to lie 
lazily in the tub and savor it. I could 
not detect abdominal distention. 
Perhaps the expulsion sequence was 
cut out. I am almost certain water 
was pouring into her during the 48 
second period and that her reaction 
was genuine. 

I too would like reviews (detailed 
as above) of films in which females 
are given enemas. I have seen 100 or 
more films and this is the only one I 
have seen portraying a girl receiving 
an enema. 

Too bad the Roxbury film uses 
Vicks! Who ever heard of that! Why 
not KY, Lubafax or even Vaseline? 
Call that film to his attention. And 
the films of Beth Tyler. 

As regards literature, he should 
get a copy of the German language 
book on the history of the enema 
“Kallipygos und Askulap” (try a 
University Medical School library 
—UC Santa Barbara has a copy—a 
long way from Ohio!). 

Please publish some medical 
appraisal of the safety (or danger) 
of deep (over 6 inches or so) inser¬ 
tion of a rather stiff #40 Porges 
rectal tube into the colon while the 
enema water is running. Best posi¬ 
tion to be in? (Knee chest? On left 
side?) 

HL Subscriber 
Alhambra, Calif. 


PISSED OFF 

Dear Sirs: 

I was really excited to see your ad 
for Water & Power in a recent 
Fetish Times. I am glad you recog¬ 
nized a gap and had prepared a 
magazine to fill the void. 

However, after buying your mag 
at a local adult bookstore, I was 
disappointed and disgusted by the 


use of “black dots” to cover (block 
out) anuses. Had I had the 
opportunity to glance through the 
pages—which I did not because of a 
plastic covering—I would not have 
put out my good money for your 
“poor” judgments. As a result of 
this, I find myself not trusting, 
selecting or subscribing to any of 
the Roxbury publications. 

Thank you for reading this. 
Maybe you can win my interest 
back. I’ll check in a few months. 

Anonymous 
San Jose, Calif. 

WATER AND POWDER? 

Dear Editor: 

It’s a private pleasure thing with 
me, but after a bath or a shower, I’ll 
stretch out in bed, spread wide my 
legs and then give my crotch and 
penis a “powder-babying,” with 
some silky smooth Johnson’s Baby 
Powder soothed on with a big fluffy 
soft velour powder puff. 

Recently I discovered your mag¬ 
azine dealing with enemas, spank¬ 
ing and infantilism and I have been 
wondering if there are any other 
adult males who enjoy a “good 
powdering,” where powder feels 
best—on one’s genitalia. Powder 
seems to hold for me an appealing 
softness that I love. After drying 
myself after a shower, I’ll reach for 
the powder shaker and the puff and 
then its “powder, powder, powder.” 
Words can’t describe the delights of 
the powder puff as it applies powder 
to the penis and testicles. 

My first experience with the 
powder puff was when I was in a 
couple of high school dramatic club 
shows. It was a luxury that was 
hard to explain. .1 enjoyed getting 
powdered. Soon I was making 
secret treks to the dresser drawer 
to hit up the face powder box after 
shaving. The puff had a pampering 
softness upon my face that, well, to 
put it simply, “I enjoyed using the 
powder puff.” 

Later, I obtained some neutral 
shaded, theatrical face powder that 
doesn’t show on the face, but is a 
1000 times more pleasurable to use 
than any shave talc. The powder 
puff happens to be somewhat 
porous and the more powder that is 
worked into the surface of the puff, 
the softer your puff becomes. The 
large 4” puff that I used for pow¬ 
dering my genital area is well 
seasoned with powder which makes 


Letters 

totHe 

EdiroR 

Dear Colin: 

You must be congratulated on 
your Water & Power mag. I enjoy 
each issue and am looking forward 
to the time when you accept 
subscriptions. 

I sure enjoy the letter section, 
especially those written by Mrs. 
Reid of Mass. She kind of makes me 
wish I had never left Mass. 

I am one who enjoys bringing 
pleasure to the fairer sex and do not 
participate in it for my own 
pleasure. But one thing that always 
brings extreme pleasure to me is 
when some sweet thing asks me to 
help her obtain relief from constipa¬ 
tion or explains the great excite¬ 
ment they get from the feeling of 
warm water flowing inside them. 

Also, I sure am looking for a 
photo of Janice. 

Again, good luck and much 
success to a fine editor with an 
excellent publication. 

Don Marble 
Hollywood, Fla. 


Dear Colin: 

I did have to go to New York to 
find it. Oh, Colin, my faith in you is 
restored! I also glanced surrepti¬ 
tiously at the new magazine, but 
my heart belongs to Water & 
Power. I love the letters and its 
more conventional stories, like the 
one from Anal Women. I think 
though that you could still do a lot 
more subtle teasing with your 
pictures. 

J.W.T.’s letter to the editor was 
delightful, as was your own first 
page editorial. I object though to 
the term “freak/’ Please— a com¬ 
pulsive lover, a worshipper, a sen¬ 
sualist (or gourmet?), but not a 
freak! I’m sure we are all embarras¬ 
sed to admit our infatuation with 
enemas. Someday, as our Mr. 


Turner suggests, I’m going to do a 
survey among women on their 
“habits of feminine hygiene” and 
subtly introduce the subject of 
enemas. Think of the possibil¬ 
ities—and the list of questions you 
could dream up. Why Colin, it 
would fill your next half dozen 
issues! 

As to D.G.’s letter in the same 
issue, I can only point to the 
luscious photo on page 19 (?) 
(Candy's Summer of Pain, top right 
of page). Could there be a lovelier 
expression of what I mean? —a 
rubber bag hanging bulging full like 
a ripe, bursting pomegranate, with 
that beautiful rectal tip glistening 
so big and black! Perhaps, D.G., 
my nostalgia does go back to child¬ 
hood—to the kind of enema bags we 
used to have always tucked away in 
the bathroom closet of those days 
(and sometimes secretly played 
with). We also had the grand, big 
red bulb syringes with their pouting 
black nozzles— so businesslike and, 
if you had that special feeling for 
the exciting intimacy they implied 
(and were), sexy as hell! I’ll bet the 
model is using the very same old- 
fashioned syringe bag in the picture 
opposite Serious Student’s letter 
(out, damned spot!). 
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I couldn’t agree more with his (or 
her) letter too, though for reasons 
other than technical capacity. Who 
wants to be tortured anyway by 10 
or 20 quarts, or a pepper solution, 
when the real enjoyment is a matter 
of tender loving concern and appli¬ 
cation. Absolutely great as men are 
in the right place, I guess that’s 
why I still think of enemas as being 
a woman’s thing—at least for me. 


Besides, I’m what society calls 
happily married and have to be 
very careful of the male intrusions 
in my life! That’s why no photos or 
addresses, Colin! Just let me get rid 
of my “closet inhibitions,” as 
J.W.T. calls them, this way. I love 
it! 

Mmm-do they make Bardexes 
in nice small sizes?! What does one 
look like—you know, outside its 
tender little “home?” And what on 
earth are those sort of cylindrical 
things I’ve seen in several photo¬ 
graphs (like the big picture on page 
4 of your latest issue)? I guess I’m 
naive. But then, probably others 
are, too. So you see, Colin, you’ve 
just got to help us. Maybe with 
your wonderful new idea of an 
Enema Digest! 

Janice Reid 
Boston, Mass. 

Janice: 

We're saving your “Seduction of 
Janice" story for the second issue of 
Wet Dreams, which is devoted to 
joyful, gentle enemas and other 
non-violent water sports—no tor¬ 
ture, no force, no power trips. 


MOVIE ENEMAS 

Dear “C.L.”: 

In W&P (Vol. 1, #3) I note a 
letter from J.W. Turner in Colum¬ 
bus, Ohio inquiring about enemas in 
movies. 

I thank him for calling “The 
Devil in Miss Jones” to my atten¬ 
tion since it had not occurred to me 
to go see it. I am fascinated by the 
sight of a girl being given a large 
enema and while the “scene” in said 
picture did not use the poses or 
equipment I prefer it was quite 
erotic. His information is COR¬ 
RECT; a rather shapely (nice body 
indeed—although somewhat trim) 
woman of about 35 (?) (with a face 
that shows it and a body that does 
NOT) gives herself an enema while 
bathing in a bath tub. 

Portrayed as lusting for sexual 
experience the woman in the movie 
reports to a “teacher” who appraises 
her body with mild approval and 
suggests that her physique makes 
for deeper penetration in both open¬ 
ings. He calls her to him and has her 
remove her dress leaving her clad in 
only a white girdle which barely 
extends below her waist. He asks 
her to turn around and bend over, 




ENEMA NOVELS 



WATER & POWER #3 (M302) 


WET DgEAMS #1 (M305) 


to 


(M305—allow 4 weeks for delivery) 
substitute later issues if the numbers shown 


WAT ERWO RKS #1 (M303) #2 (M304) 



(M303—shipped immediately) 
(M304—allow 6 weeks for delivery) 


above are sold out. 


Case histories of people inducted into sensual 
water games and how they respond. Told by 
the nurses who lived and thrilled with them. 
Only for those who like explicit sex with their 
sensual water games. 


$2.25 each 
All 4 for $8 


Water Power LL-77 
Enema &• Orgasm HF-187 
The Enema Game CB-127 
Enema Thrills HF-192 



Real spankings . . . nothing faked! A 
choice selection of beautiful blistered 
bottoms. All new photos. Each set 
contains eight 4x5 photos. 




TEEN TA NNIN G 


PS-461 

CHILD SPANKING 


PS-462 

SPANKING SISTERS 


SPANKING TRIAD 




Top quality production ... recorded on studio equipment 
in SuperSensual stereo! 

NOTE: If you order cassettes, you can purchase one story for $10 or 
both for $18 (on one cassette). If you order eight-track, you must buy 
both stories. 


Enema Voyeur cassette RT-101 ($10) 
Enema Castle cassette RT-102 ($10) 

Both on one 45 min. cassette RT-103 ($18) 
Eight-track RT-104 (both stories $20) 


□ I am interested in reel-to-ree! 

(will be available if enough inquiries are received) 


ORDER COUPON ON PAGE 44 


Rnnounnng...tlie Enema Tapes! 

You have never heard anything like it . . . adds a whole new 
dimension to the enema experience! 

ENEMA VOYEUR —A mother gives her squirming 15-year-old 
daughter her first enema while their neighbor watches everything! 

ENEMA CASTLE—A Gothic horror tale. A young lady on her honey¬ 
moon falls into the clutches of Count von Clyster, who ties her up and 
gives her forced enemas. 



























I relaxed my muscles and soapy water sprayed out into the basket. 


go.” 

The girl needed no further invitation. She was just 
over the basket when the fluid sprayed out. Several 
long spurts and she was through. Caroline gave her a 
roll of toilet paper and she wiped herself. 

Brenda had just finished with her girl, and I 
turned to watch just as she drew the long tube out of 
her throat. 

“If you vomit that up before I tell you to, little 
girl, you are going to get an enema like you have 
never had before,” Brenda told her. “Sit there and 
be quiet.” 

“Number three!” 

“Oh, God, it’s my turn!” I thought. 

I stood, but my knees were shaking. An enema. I 
had never had an enema. My best friend had gotten 
one when she was in the hospital, and she had des¬ 
cribed what it felt like, but I had never had one. Now 
it was my turn. 

My big sister had filled the bag until it was almost 
bursting. She came forward with it. 

“Got a nice big end on this tube so it won’t fall 
out.” She waved it at me and I recognized it as a 
barium enema tip. 

“Bend over the desk and spread the cheeks of your 
ass so everyone can see your rectum,” Becky 
instructed. 

I laid across the desk with my legs hanging down 
and spread wide. My hands held my cheeks apart. 

“Did you have a shit today?” 

“Yes,” I answered, “this morning.” 

“You’re going to have another one.” 

With that I felt the roundness of the tip against 
my rectum. As pressure was applied, I felt my rec¬ 
tum begin to spread, only it was the wrong direction. 
The feeling as the large bulb pushed into my ass 
made all my muscles try to expel it. I had no con¬ 
trol, that feeling just made them push. But the tip 
just kept moving inside and I felt my muscle close 
over the ball. The tube stuck through my butt and, 
overall, it made me feel like I had a very imminent 
bowel movement. I didn’t want to move. I hoped it 
wouldn’t be much worse than this. 

“Stand up!” 

“What?” I didn’t think I could. 

“Stand up, I said!” 

This time she took my arm and pulled me to a 
standing position. The feeling in my butt was 
beyond description. I didn’t want to move. My big 
sister handed me the bulging enema bag and said, 
“Cradle it in your arms like it’s a baby. Your baby 
won’t sleep and we want you to walk him to sleep.” 

I took the bag in my arms as I was told, but my 
legs would not move to take a step. 

“Walk, damn it!” my big sister said, and pushed 
me. 

I had to walk. As I walked back and forth the tube 
up my ass felt as if it were stirring around. 

“Walk your baby until we tell you to stop.” 

I kept walking. I couldn’t pay any attention to the 
last girl who was being prepared. A girl stopped me 
to admire my ‘baby.’ She turned on the flow, then 
motioned for me to start walking again. The 
pressure began to build in my butt as the bag 


became less stretched. Now I really felt like I had to 
shit but nothing stopped the water from trickling 
into my bottom. I didn’t know how I could possibly 
hold any more, but I wasn’t going to say anything 
and get that thing poked in my mouth. 

Right now one of the girls was bent over the waste 
basket heaving her guts out. As bad as I had to shit, 
I didn’t want that. 

“Stop walking!” The hoped-for command came 
finally. I stood trying to hold my insides in. They 
were trying to come out my bottom. 

“Squeeze your baby,” I was told. 

I pushed the bag between my arms and a new, 
more insistent pressure filled my butt. I had never 
had to shit this bad in all my life. 

“Empty that bag. Get it all inside you.” 

I squeezed harder. 

The bag was finally empty just as I knew I could 
hold no more. It had to come out. And now! 

“All right, three and five are both full. Give them 
one waste basket only and let them fight over it.” 

One basket was placed in the center of the clean 
area and we were told “Go!” 

Then I realized that number five didn’t have the 
enema tube still up her butt, but I did. I couldn’t 
run. It hurt if I jogged my insides. When I got to the 
basket, five was already squatting over it. I pushed 
her away and grabbed the basket. I tried to pull out 
the enema tube but the muscles that held in the 
enema wouldn’t let the bulge on the tip out. I bent 
over and pulled again. It slid out with a weird sensa¬ 
tion and my enema started to follow it. I had to let it 
go now, or else. 

Then I saw that the other girl had taken the 
basket again, this time sitting firmly on it and hold¬ 
ing with both hands. Muffled sounds of fluid being 
sprayed around came from inside the basket. I knew 
I couldn’t get it away from her now, but my enema 
absolutely would not wait. I had to do something. 

I spread my legs and put the barium enema tip 
back into my rectum. It was the only thing that 
would hold it. It felt just as bad as the first time 
when it slid inside but I had no choice. I stood, 
clenching my rectum until the basket would be free. 

One of the girls was alternately vomiting into a 
basket, then sitting on it to shit some more, then 
sticking her face in to retch again. This was the 
poor girl who had gotten it in both ends. 

I could wait no more. I pushed five out of the way 
and let her wipe her ass somewhere else. Squatting 
over the basket, I once again pulled out the tube. I 
will never get used to that feeling as it comes out. 

I relaxed my muscles and soapy water sprayed out 
into the basket. What a relief. Suddenly it stopped 
flowing. I knew there was more, I still felt full. I 
pushed hard and felt two lumps pass and the fluid 
flowed free again. My bowels emptied themselves 
and when I was finished, I wiped myself clean. 

I was the last to finish and when I got up all the 
girls cheered and welcomed the five of us to the 
group. 

Two of the girls looked a little sick from drinking 
the soapy water, but everyone else was fine, though 
I will say the activities of the afternoon left me 
feeling a little drained. 


walking right out the door, naked or not. 

“Caroline, come and give this child a good flush¬ 
ing.’’ 

“With pleasure,” Caroline said as she came for¬ 
ward. “How do you want it? Which way?” she asked 
the girl. 

“Which way?” the girl asked weakly. 

“Yes. Which way? You can have it up your ass or 
down your throat.” 

“Ohhh. Well, ah, up my—well, you know.” 

“Up your what? Say ‘ass’!” 

“Up my . . .ass.” 

“Ask me for an enema. Tell me that you want it.” 

“Give me an enema. I want you to give me an 
enema up my ass please.” The girl looked helplessly 
around. 

“Bend over the chair,” Caroline commanded. 

The girl assumed the position, her ass stuck up 
high. Deftly, Caroline inserted the nozzle into the 
waiting rectum. Holding the bag as high as she 
could, she unlocked the pincher and the flow started 
in. We could see the bag collapsing as the contents 
flowed quickly out. The girl on the chair was starting 
to breathe hard when the container was finally 
empty. Caroline squeezed out the last few drops and 
slid the nozzle out. 

“Stay there until we tell you to get up. If you can’t 
hold it, we’ll help you.” 

Meanwhile, the leader was refilling the bag almost 
to bursting. 

“Number four!” she announced. 

We all looked her way. She blanched but stood up. 

“Who is your big sister?” she was asked. 

“Linda,” she replied softly, “but please don’t give 
me so much. I can’t hold it. I’ve never been able to 
hold a whole enema.” 

“Silence!” Linda commanded. “How do you want 
yours?” 

“The regular way, but please not so much,” she 
pleaded. 

“Bend over and spread the cheeks of your ass, 
damn it, and don’t give me any trouble.” 

The girl did as she was told, and she whimpered 
softly as the tip was slid into her clenched rectum. 
As soon as the fluid began to run in the girl started 
to beg. 

“Stop! Please, I can’t hold it. It’s trying to come 
out! I can’t take any more, it’s too full.” She 
continued to plead, getting louder and more insis¬ 
tent as the water trickled in. Finally her cries of 
“Stop!” and “I can’t hold it in!” were too much and 
Linda turned off the flow. She had taken about two 
thirds of the enema when the tube was removed from 
her ass. She stood up with tears running from her 
eyes. 

“Go sit on your chair.” 

Linda followed her over, and as she sat down 
moved behind her. Quickly she put the tube into the 
girl’s mouth, held her hand over the girl’s face so she 
couldn’t spit out the tube or drool, and turned on the 
flow. As Linda squeezed the bag, soapy water began 
to flow into the girl’s mouth. 

“Swallow!” 

“Mmmmmmmm!” 


“Swallow, damn it!” Linda scolded. 

“Mmmmm mm mmmmmm!” 

The girl’s mouth was getting very full as Linda 
continued to squeeze the bag. The girl had to do 
something. Finally, in a big gulp, she swallowed. 

“Good girl,” Linda assured her, “keep drinking.” 

The gulps were large and put off as long as possi¬ 
ble, but soon the entire enema was inside the girl, 
one way or the other. Linda removed the tube from 
her mouth. 

“Sit down now, and be quiet,” Linda ordered. “If 
you throw up, I’m going to make you drink what 
comes out of your asshole.” 

The girl sat looking wretched. 

“Number one!” 

We all looked her way. 

“Stand up!” the leader told her. “Brenda, she’s all 
yours.” 

“Which way do you want it?” Brenda asked. 

“I think, down my throat,” she answered. 

“Good! Linda, give me the one you just finished 
using.” 

As Brenda filled the bag, the girl protested, “But 
that one was just up her ass.” 

“That’s okay, we’re all sisters here.” Linda 
handed her the nozzle and said, “Put it in your 
mouth and suck.” 

Hesitatingly, the girl placed the tip in her mouth 
and began to suck. At the same time Brenda 
squeezed the bag of soapy water and the foul-tasting 
fluid filled the girl’s mouth. 

“Now swallow it!” 

But the comers of the girl’s mouth involuntarily 
turned down and she could not swallow. She looked 
for a place to spit it out. 

“If you drool even one drop of this, little girl, I am 
going to push this enema hose down your throat into 
your stomach and run it all in that way.” 

The threat worked, and she swallowed. Then 
almost immediately she gagged and dropped the tip. 
Brenda pulled the tip off the hose and shoved the end 
back into the girl’s mouth. 

“Swallow the tube!” 

“No!” 

Brenda shoved more red hose into her mouth and 
as it started down her throat, the girl involuntarily 
swallowed. Brenda pushed another six inches into 
her. Slowly the hose worked its way into the girl’s 
stomach. When at least two feet of tubing had disap¬ 
peared, Brenda once again started the flow. The girl 
kept swallowing and swallowing, trying, it seemed, 
to take in the whole hose. 

As the bag was being drained into the stomach, 
the first girl began to ask if she could get rid of her 
enema. She was still bent over the chair with her ass 
in the air. Caroline went over to her and pushed her 
longest finger all the way up the girl’s ass. 

“There, that will help you hold it,” she said, and 
began to move the finger in and out with a slow 
screwing motion. 

“Oh, God! That feels weird. Please let me shit, I 
can’t hold it much longer.” 

Caroline slowly removed her finger. 

“Okay. Squat over that waste basket and let it 


She began to move the finger in and out with a slow screwing motion. 


Hell Week 
Enema 


We all wanted desperately 
to get into the Sorority, 
and there was one test left/ 

By Jane A. 

It was Saturday afternoon, and for the past three 
hours four other girls and I were being initiated into 
the Sorority at the college. We had been going 
through hell week and, so far, it hadn’t been too bad. 
I had been forced to stick my head into a toilet bowl 
and flush it on Tuesday, and Thursday morning my 
big sister gave me a double dose of castor oil that 
kept me out of commission for a while. 

Today, though, was the big day and when we 
made it through, we were accepted into the organ¬ 
ization. One by one we had made mistakes that 
deprived us of our clothing, one article at a time. I 
had been naked for almost half an hour now, sitting 
in a chair in the front of the room. The last girl 
finally lost her bra and panties for not being able to 
answer a question put to her by the committee. 

We sat wondering what was going to be next. 

“Okay girls, it’s time for the special treat,” said 
the girl in charge. 

Two girls who had gone to the other room were 
returning with a huge pot that they must have bor¬ 
rowed from the kitchen. It held at least five gallons 
and from the way they were carrying it, it was appar¬ 
ently full. They were also bringing a cardboard box, 
five plastic waste baskets, and a bottle of liquid dish 
washing soap. They set the pot on the table and 
poured in the whole bottle of soap. 

Stirring it slowly, the leader said, “Now, pledges, 
you are each going to have an enema. The enema is 
going to be personally administered by your big 
sister.” 

The five of us looked at each other, half disbeliev¬ 
ing, half in fear. 

“How many of you have never had an enema?” the 
leader went on. 

I raised my hand and when I looked around, I 
realized I was the only one with my hand up. Quickly 
I lowered it. 

“Only one, huh?” the leader observed. “Isn’t that 



"Bend over and spread your ass, damn it, 
and don't give me any trouble!" 


your girl, Becky?” 

“Yes!” Becky answered. My big sister seemed 
pleased. 

The five waste baskets were placed in a row in 
front of our chairs. The enema bag was filled to 
bulging with soapy water from the pot. 

“Who is going to be first, group?” the leader 
asked. 

“Number two,” they answered almost in unison. 

“Two! Stand up!” the leader commanded. 

Meekly, the girl next to me stood up and took a 
pace forward. She looked like she wanted to keep 


"Which way? You can have It up your ass or down your throatl" 



and all that, and she even thought that both of us 
should go to a psychiatrist. I kept wishing that she'd 
do it to me again, but she didn^, at least not for 
quite a while, because it really bothered her a lot. It 
was an absolutely insane kind of perversion, and we 
both knew it. We tried to find out something about it 
from books, but none of the psych books say much. 
It's really an unusual kind of perversion, not like 
homosexuality or masochism. Of course, there’s 
some of both of those in it, too; that’s true. It 
bothered me, too. It was bad enough to get your 
happies out of being given an enema, but by your 
own mother! That was really too much. I really felt 
queer about it. I wanted it; I wanted it desperately 
sometimes, but it really bothered me. 

Patricia finishes high school and goes off to a big 
university, where she majors in psychology and 
becomes a face in the crowd. Her enema relationship 
with her mother continues, and they grow closer. 
Says Patricia: 

“ (The enemas) really brought Mom and me 
together. We really love each other, but it isn’t a 
proper mother-daughter love. It’s something else. 
It’s lesbian. We know it is. It’s incestuous, lesbian, 
and it’s anal. You can’t be much more perverted 
than that, and sometimes, when I’m at school, it 
amuses me to think how square I am in the eyes of 
the kids.” 

—Editor 

“But back to the enemas. Mom didn’t give me one 
for quite a while after that time, even though I 
wished she would. I was too shy to ask. But then one 
afternoon when I came home from school, I just 
couldn’t stand it any longer, so Mom and I went into 
this act. 

“Mom was out in the kitchen. I threw my books 
down on the davenport, got up my nerve, and just 
asked for it. T wonder if you’d give me an enema,’ 
I’d blurted out. 

“Mom laid down her paring knife and looked at me 
sort of funny. We both knew, of course, that what I 
wanted was sex and pure sex, but we just had to 
cover it up and make it seem like it was legitimate. 

“ ‘Why, whatever is the matter, honey? Are you 
sick?’ 

“ ‘Well, sort of,’ I lied, ‘I’m kind of constipated.’ 
That was particularly a lie because I’m never consti¬ 
pated. 

“ ‘Oh,’ Mom said, ‘well, how about a good dose of 
milk of magnesia?’ 

“ ‘I’d rather take an enema,’ I said stubbornly. 

“ ‘Why? 

“Of course, she knew why, but neither of us 
wanted to admit it. 

“ ‘I’d rather get all cleaned out right away and not 
have to wait for a laxative or something to work.’ 

“Mom arched her eyebrows. Mom is pretty 
young, and she’s also very pretty, prettier than me, 
in fact. ‘Well, of course, I’ll give you an enema if you 
want one,’ she said slowly. ‘Suppose you get it 
ready, slip out of your things, and call me when you 


want me to come.’ 

“I was elated, and feeling so sexy I could hardly 
stand it. I went into the bathroom, filled the foun¬ 
tain syringe, smeared great gobs of cold cream on 
the colon tube with trembling fingers, and then 
stripped down my skirt, my half slip and panties, 
and took off my shoes. I kept rubbing my bare 
* bottom. I could hardly wait. ‘I’m ready,’ I called. 

“ ‘Oh, she’s all undressed,’ Mom said brightly. 

“Like always, I deliberately stood so that I could 
see my own bottom in the mirror. Then I spread my 
legs apart, bent down and grabbed my ankles. I just 
quivered all over when Mom inserted the tube. Oh, it 
was good. 

“ ‘Do you want me to run it way up in, dear?’ 
Mom whispered. 

“ ‘Yes, please. Ooooooh!’ I closed my eyes and 
surrendered to the tube as it penetrated me. I tried 
to keep from yelling and moaning, but without much 
success. The sensation was sweet, real sweet, and as 
Mom slid the tube up high through my rectum and 
into my colon, I came. “Ooooooh, Mom, it feels so 
good! Oooooh! Ooooooh!' 

“I took the enema kneeling down as usual. Then, 
later, when it was all over I came out and sat next to 
Mom on the sofa. She was reading a magazine. 

“ ‘Honey, that certainly turns you on, doesn’t it?’ 
she said. 

“ ‘Uh-huh; I guess it does.’ 

“ ‘Well, tell me any time you want me to give you 
one. I may not always, because it isn’t good for you 
to have them too often, but it’s good for you to have 
a good cleaning out once in a while, and if you enjoy 
it that much, swell. Just enjoy away.’ 

“ ‘Thanks, Mom,’ I said. ‘I’ll try not to ask too 
often. ’ 

“Ever after that Mom’s been giving me enemas, 
always the same way, and I always get a terrific 
reaction every time she does. If I say I love it, it’s an 
understatement. I guess she gives me one on the 
average of twice a month. I’d like it more often, but 
she’s pretty reluctant, so if I’ve had two in any one 
month I never ask again. 

“I don’t know what all this is doing to me in other 
ways, though. Like I say, I go out on dates with 
boys and stuff, and I think everybody thinks I’m 
just a regular normal girl, if anything, sort of 
straight. But I don’t know where it’s all going to 
end. Mom and I have this hang-up and I don’t ever 
want to leave her, not ever. I don’t know whether or 
not I could ever really get serious with a boy. I guess 
it’ll have to work out somehow.” 

Patricia , then, is a very special kind of deviant. 
She is highly regressive , something which is appar¬ 
ent in her personality and appearance. She seems 
much younger than her 22 years. She clings 
stubbornly to her childhood , desperately resisting 
maturity. For the time being , while she is at the 
university , she can continue being a child. 

Copyright © 1971, 

Barclay House, North Hollywood, Calif. 


I just quivered all over when Mom inserted the enema tube 


go in. Then I felt the most pleasurable experience 
I’ve ever known as, with very swift and deft move¬ 
ments, Mom literally shoved the tube up my rectum. 
It just slithered in, big, thick, and full. It must be 
what a boy’s penis feels like if it goes in back there. 
The tube she used on me was as round and thick as a 
penis, only much longer, of course. 

“Now Mom rested her left hand on the small of my 
back, with the tube coiled up in several loops, and 
with her right she slid it slick and straight until her 
fingers disappeared between my naked cheeks. The 
sensation was so overwhelming that I almost 
fainted. I just loved it. I could feel the tube worm up 
through the tight channel of my rectum, smooth and 
slippery. It hurt, but I loved the hurting part, all 
mixed with the most delicious sensations. I was just 
ecstatic. 

“ ‘Oooooh, Mom, it feels so good,’ I moaned. 
‘Ooooooh! Ooooooh! Please keep pushing it in. 
Ooooooh, this enema feels good /” 

“I found that if I clamped my legs very tight, and 
pressed against the tube, as if I had to go to the 
bathroom, the pleasure intensified so much that I 
could hardly stand it. Warm love and adoration for 
Mom swept over me. ‘Ooooooh, Mom, I love you, I 
love you, I love you,’ I murmured. ‘Ooooooh, you’re 
making me feel so good. Ooooooh, I love you.’ 

“She continued to massage my breasts, and to me 
she was my lover, penetrating me in a supreme, 
ecstatic act of love. I watched in the mirror as she 
reached back to the point where the colon tube joined 
the regular tube and, once again, she slid it in, all the 
way, until her thumb and forefinger once more dis¬ 
appeared between my tight buttocks. The sensation 
of this thrust was more intense than the first. It was 
terrific. I suddenly felt the tube glide free, as the tip 
worked its way through my rectum, and it just shot 
up into my colon. I could see the glassy look in my 
eyes and my parted lips. 

‘ ‘ I moaned and moaned with ecstasy. I could hardly 
control myself. My vagina was pulsating and felt 
damp. My buttocks quivered, and I felt faint. I 
caught my breath and held it, while Mom continued 
to run the tube in until all three feet of it had been 
pushed up my bottom. I could feel the whole length 
of it, all the way up me. Dear, lovable, adorable 
Mom—to give me such delirious pleasure. 
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“ ‘I guess you can kneel down now,’ Mom said 
softly. 

“I straightened for a moment, and stared with 
fascination at the tube disappearing up my backside. 
There’s nothing more beautiful than the sight of an 
enema tube dangling between buttocks, disappear¬ 
ing up the crack. And if you see it and feel it, you can 
hardly stand it, it’s so wild. 

“I dropped to my knees and quickly leaned for¬ 
ward in the knee-chest position again, cradling 
my head in my arms; I was almost beside myself 
with passion because of the tube in my insides and 
the nakedness of my rump. I was stark naked. It 
was so good to be naked. I could hear the water 
gurgle in the tube, but a moment or two passed 
before I felt it spurt in. The tube was up so far that I 
could feel it gradually intensifying in a dull ache, a 
bittersweet pain that I loved. It isn’t enough to just 
have the tube pushed in. You have to take an enema. 
It’s part of it. 

“ ‘You’re such a sweet, beautiful, good girl,’ Mom 
whispered. 

“I was enjoying the enema immensely; the tube 
felt good and I wished it could just stay in there. The 
water felt good and I wished it could just stay in 
there. The water pouring in made it even better. It 
was wild, just wild. 

“ ‘You’re so sweet,’ Mom whispered. 

“I felt her fingers on my clit, massaging gently. It 
was heavenly. 

“ ‘Mom, I want to he down on my tummy with my 
legs apart,’ I gasped. 

“ ‘Oh yes, honey . . . that’ll be good.’ 

“I slipped down to the bathroom floor and spread 
my legs wide. I felt Mom’s finger slide up my vagina 
very gently and she began to finger-poke me. 

‘Ohhhhh, Mom! Ohhhhhh!' I moaned. I 
couldn’t possibly imagine anything being so good. I 
felt myself rising to my climax and I wriggled and 
trembled. ‘Ooooooh, Mom! Ooooooh! Ooooooh! 
OOOOOHT I just yelled, I was so ecstatic. Then the 
warm spasms of overpowering pleasure swept over 
me. 

“Afterward, Mom left the tube in me for several 
minutes. Although I’d taken the whole enema, a 
quart of water, and had to go desperately, I didn’t 
want the tube pulled out. It felt so nice up there. 
But, after a while, she slowly began to withdraw it. 
That was also a strange sensation, not as intense as 
having it pushed in, but pleasant too. When she’d 
pulled it out, I had to go to the toilet, of course, 
several times, and then she had me lie down again in 
bed and rest, and I was so tired I fell asleep and 
didn’t wake up until afternoon. Later, Mom brought 
me some tea to drink and a little lunch, and then she 
read to me the rest of the afternoon. I’ll never forget 
that day. It was the happiest day I’ve ever had. 

“Other things happened afterwards. I really got 
obsessed with the whole silly enema thing. I wanted 
one all the time. It was really nutty. Mom and I 
talked about it. It really bothered her a lot. She kept 
saying that this whole crazy thing was unnatural 


I felt her fingers on my clit, massaging gently. It was heavenly. 

















“She turned white and couldn’t look at me, and I 
was afraid she was going to cry. I sat up in bed and 
put my arms around her and kissed her on the cheek. 

“ ‘Mom, I only mention it because it was so good. 
I mean I just loved it. I’ve never had anything 
happen to me that felt so good. I just love enemas.’ 

“She patted me affectionately, kissed me, and, 
very gently, eased me back into the bed. 

“ ‘Yes, dear,’ she whispered, although we were the 
only two people in the house. ‘I’m afraid that was 
sex and that your mother is pretty queer, because I 
enjoyed giving you those enemas.’ 

“ ‘Is there anything wrong with that?” I asked. 

“ ‘I don’t know,’ she said uncertainly. 

“ ‘I guess we’re perverts or something, aren’t we? 
I mean, it’s not really normal, is it?’ 

“She smiled wryly and nodded. ‘I guess so ... I 
guess we’re perverts.’ And she shook her head. 

“ ‘Is it wrong to be a pervert?’ I asked. 

“ ‘Some people think so.’ 

“ ‘I don’t care about some people. I only care what 
you think. Before you gave me the enema, I didn’t 
really know if you loved me. . . .’ 

“ ‘Oh, honey. . . .’ 

“ ‘No, I mean, I guess you always have, but you 
don’t always show it.’ 

“ ‘I’m sorry.’ 

“ ‘But you showed it when you gave me the 
enema.’ 

“ ‘I guess it’s a queer way to treat a daughter,” 
Mom said, ‘but. . . . Oh, I don’t know what to say.’ 

“ ‘I don’t see how anything like that, that’s good, 
that feels so good, and that makes us love each 
other, can be wrong.’ 

“ ‘I want to believe that,’ Mom said. 

“ ‘Well, I don’t care,’ I said defiantly. ‘It’s what I 
think. I don’t think there’s anything wrong with it, 
and I don’t want it to stop.’ 

“ ‘All right, honey. We’ll see how your fever is 
tomorrow morning, and if you still have some, 
maybe we can use that as an excuse to give you 
another dose.’ 

“ ‘I’d like that,’ I said. 

“The sun was shining through the cracks of the 
Venetian blinds when I woke the next morning, still 
groggy and sort of stuffy inside and with a little 
headache. I saw Mom come in, and rolled over on my 
back, stretched out, and put my hand on my fore¬ 
head, palm up. 

“ ‘Ah, you’re finally awake, dear,’ Mom ex¬ 
claimed. ‘It’s almost half past ten.’ 

“She took the thermometer out of the waterglass, 
shook it, and put it in my mouth. She felt my 
forehead with her cool hand. ‘You’re still running 
quite a fever,’ she murmured. Then, taking the ther¬ 
mometer out, ‘Yes, as I thought. It’s still up, about 
a hundred and two.’ 

“ ‘Does that mean that you’re going to give me 
another enema?’ 

“ ‘If you’d like me to.’ 

“ ‘Yes, Mom, I would.’ 

“ ‘Would you like me to give it to you right here in 
bed, or in the bathroom like before?’ 

“ ‘I think in the bathroom. I like taking it bending 
over.’ 


‘Okay,’ she said softly. ‘I like giving it to you 
that way, too. You have such a pretty bottom.’ 

“I felt this prickly sensation of pleasant antici¬ 
pation, a sort of thrill that went down my spine. I 
decided to be very submissive and docile, and not 
make a commotion like before. 

“Mom pulled back the covers and I swung my legs 
to the floor and into my slippers, and then I took my 
wrap from Mom, which I thought was sort of unnec¬ 
essary since I was going to be showing her my bare 
rump in a moment, and I let her help me to my feet. I 
remember all these silly details because everything 
together is what makes it so important and not any 
one thing by itself. I felt sort of giddy standing up, 
because of the fever, I guess. I think Mom was glad 
of the fever because it made giving me the enema 
legitimate even though we both knew now that it 
was sex and pure sex. 

“ ‘Well, shall we go to the bathroom?’ she said 
brightly. I nodded and followed her down the hall. 
Mom closed the door. I stared at the swollen enema 
bag and the coiled tube with real affection now. That 
thick long colon tube looked so sexy. It’s dark red 
and it has a blunt end and a slit. Mom took the tube 
in her fingers and held it up for me to see. It was 
already glistening with Vaseline along its whole 
length. 

“ ‘It’s beautiful,’ I said, ‘I just love it.’ 

“It suddenly occurred to me that the tube was 
Mom’s penis. That’s what this whole thing was 
about. She was having intercourse with me with it. 

“Very slowly I slipped out of my wrap and laid it 
on the floor. 

“ ‘Take down your pajama pants and bend way 
down, way down,’ Mom said. ‘Or would you like me 
to undress you?’ 

“ ‘Yes, please, please.’ 

“Carefully getting myself in front of the long 
mirror on the door, I sort of melted softly on to 
Mom, cuddling my head on her breast while she 
slowly, deliberately, and very gently undressed me. 
She slipped off my pajama top first, and I had to put 
my arms up, of course, so she could slide it up over 
my head, and then she began to fondle me, kiss my 
breasts, and touch them very lightly, and then 
massage them. 

“ ‘Oh Mom,’ I gasped. I was really getting 
aroused. 

“Then she slid down my pajama pants, again very 
gently and softly, and ran her fingers over my bare 
bottom, and down the crack. I watched her do it in 
the mirror, just fascinated at how round and luscious 
my bottom was, how tender the flesh is back there. I 
was wild. 

“ ‘Ohhhhhh, Mom, give me an enema, please, 
pleaseV I begged. 

“I watched her hand approach with that beautiful 
thick tube. 

“ ‘Bend down, baby,’ she whispered, ‘bend way 
down.’ 

“I did. My eyes were fixed on the crack between 
my buttocks and I watched and felt the colon tube 
slide between my cheeks and press against my anus. 

I bent way down so that I could see the little rosette, 
see just where the tube pressed and where it would 


"I guess we're perverts or something, aren't we. Mom?" 


ENEMA CLASSIC 


c^Anal c Women 


One of the best and most famous enema books 
ever written is called ANAL WOMEN (retitled 
FANNY GIRLS in a second printing]. In response 
to countless requests from our readers, Roxbury 
Press began serializing this now out-of-print pocket- 
book in WATER & POWER #3. 

A brief orientation is necessary: ANAL WOMEN 
was written as a sort of psychosexual study, con¬ 
taining case histories of a number of “disturbed” 
young women with anal and/or enema obsessions. 
The surplus of quotation marks indicates that the 
girls are telling their stories to a professional 
listener, supposedly a psychiatrist. 

At the end of each chapter—and sometimes in the 
middle of a chapter—the author breaks in to deliver 
his analysis of the patient’s “problem.” Thus the 
girls are described as “deviates,” “sociopaths” and 
other uncomplimentary names. Although these 
analyses are done with a straight face, we suspect 
they were done with a sense of the absurd. Back in 
1971, when this book was first available, publishers 
felt they had to give their products socially redeem¬ 
ing value by pointing a finger at the “deviates” in 
our society. 

In this second installment from ANAL WOMEN, 
we continue the adventures of Patricia, who was the 
heroine of our first excerpt in WATER & POWER 
#3. Patricia is 13 years old, and has already been 
given a very satisfying enema by her loving mother. 



by ‘gganqtBter* 



“That talk Mom and I had was really pretty 
important, I guess. Ever since then we’ve been able 
to talk to each other about anything, and we’ve been 
very close. I love Mom very much, and I don’t think 
there’s anything wrong in what she does to me, 
especially since I want her to. 

“ ‘We don’t get a chance to talk very often,’ she 
said, ‘and, well, you’re a growing girl, and there are 
things we ought to talk about.’ 

“I nestled down in the pillow, gazed up at her, and 
listened. She was being so nice, and I really felt 
warm toward her. 

“ ‘I guess what I’m trying to get at is—well—sex. ’ 

“ ‘We have hygiene at school,’ I said, ‘and they 
show us films and stuff about sex. I think I know 
pretty much about it.’ 

“ ‘I guess you know how babies are bom and all 
that then?’ 

“ ‘Oh gosh, yes—everybody knows that stuff.’ 

“ ‘Well, I’m glad, but there are other things, too. 
You’re a growing girl, and sometimes young people 


have problems when they’re growing up. I mean we 
get mixed up about some things.’ 

“ ‘I don’t think I’m mixed up.’ 

“She was thoughtful for a moment, thinking to 
herself, and then she said, ‘Maybe I’m the one that’s 
mixed up. When I was your age, I was in a convent 
school. I guess I thought I wanted to be a nun, but I 
soon discovered that I didn’t have any vocation, and 
that that wasn’t for me. I tried nursing when I got 
out of high school, and then I went to college and 
met your father . . . and that didn’t work out, as you 
know. It wasn’t all his fault. I think I’m pretty 
mixed up myself—about sex. Anyway, when we had 
relations I just found the whole thing revolting.’ 

“ ‘Mom,’ I asked, ‘remember that time when I 
was 13 and you gave me that enema?’ j -■ 

“ ‘Yes, I’m very sorry about that, dear.’ 

“ ‘That’s all right... I remember how you looked 
when you were giving it to me, your face . . . And 
then when you gave me an enema yesterday, and 
just now . . . Mom, is that part of sex?’ 


"Ohhhh, Mom, give me an enema, please, pleasel" I begged 








Brutality and pregnant enema victims in 
Roxbury's bicentennial 8mm film season! 


Guilty girlfriend gets a cold beer enema 
in scene from “Pregnant Punishment” 

The couple is pushed to the 
breaking point and forced to per¬ 
form oral sex on the grotesque Mas¬ 
ter. However, just as the sadists are 
lining up for the grand finale, they 
are surprised by . . . hell, that 
would spoil it for you. 

The third film, “Pregnant Punish¬ 
ment,” features an errant young 
lady who returns to her home town 
(and to her boyfriend) some six 
months pregnant. This unexpected 
turn of events displeases the boy¬ 
friend so much that he immediately 
gives her a sound spanking. Neither 


the pregnancy nor the spanking is 
faked-both are real events. Then 
he ties her up and gives her a cold 
beer forced enema as further 
punishment. The spanking scenes 
are vigorous and real, and the idea 
of giving a cold beer enema to a 
pregnant woman is so bizarre that 
even people who don’t normally get 
off on enemas are spellbound by the 
novelty of it. 

In the fourth film, “Labor of 
Lust,” a similar idea is presented in 
a hospital context with an annoyed 
obstetrician and an even more 


pregnant patient than the one 
above. She’s sure she’s going to 
have the kid any minute now and the 
doctor is just as sure that she isn’t, 
so he gives her an enema, among 
other things. “Labor of Lust” 
features the well-known B&D model, 
Teresa, who actually gave birth the 
day after this little epic was filmed. 

These films can be ordered by 
sending $30 for one, $55 for two and 
$17 for each add’l film on the same 
order, to Roxbury Press, 256 So. 
Robertson Blvd., Beverly Hills, CA 
90211. See ad in this magazine. 








FILM REVIEWS: 

four for the show 
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Upside-down enema [left] and a free 
lube job in “Torture by Water” 


girl with his enormous cock. 
Although the couple submits-after 
some persuasion-to his lustful¬ 
ness, he is not satisfied. And the 
orgy goes on. 

“Torture by Water,” the second 
film, picks up where “Orgy of Pain” 
leaves off. The focal points of this 
film, however, are the incredible 
enema scenes. 

If enema torture is your thing, 
then “Torture by Water” is your 
film. The young man dangles upside 
down as his lower tract is filled 
almost beyond its capacity with a 
strange colored fluid. Likewise, his 
lovely partner is flushed, but not 
before being savagely violated by 
the huge nozzle. This scene is defi¬ 
nitely not for the squeamish. 


The four latest Roxbury films, 

“Orgy of Pain,” “Torture by Water,” 
“Pregnant Punishment” and “Labor 
of Lust” are our most lurid 
productions yet. 

The first two films were shot as a 
two-part story about a young couple 
abducted by cruel sadists and tor¬ 
tured in a fully-outfitted dungeon. 
Both were filmed at the House of 
Dominance, so the sets are indeed 
authentic-and so, by the way, is 
the cast. 

The first film, “Orgy of Pain,” is 
highlighted by whipping scenes. The 
welts are real and the participants 
know what they’re doing-a rarity in 
films of this type. The evil protago¬ 
nist, who looks like a cross between 
the Emperor Ming and Long John 
Silver, is the most frightening char¬ 
acter on silent film since the Phan¬ 
tom of the Opera. He flogs both 
young victims and sodomizes the 



Heavy S/M action in “Orgy of Pain” 


















Reprinted from The Play Pen . Send $5 plus 50 
cents for postage and handling to: AMBER 
ENTERPRISES, Dept. WP, P. O. Box 348, Mil¬ 
pitas, CA 95035. 


Ms. Claudette firmly grabbed hold of Nancy’s organ 
and twisted and turned it very hard and pulled it 
beyond its normal length. Next, she grabbed hold of 
the bag and began to squeeze it tightly while continu¬ 
ing with her other hand to pull and contort the organ. 

Nancy’s face clearly told the story of her suffering. 
At times, she would have her feet close together, but 
her body would bend way back, her face looking at the 
wall behind her, and her head nearly at the floor, as 
the twisting and squeezing continued. Ms. Claudette 
knew Nancy was hurting, but she also knew that the 
next time she took hold of her organ in a standing 
position at the toilet, the pain would come to mind, 
and it was an experience she did not want to go 
through again. 

When the painful session was over, Ms. Claudette 
told Nancy to dry her eyes and practice her walking in 
high heels for the next two hours. That special treat 
promised her would arrive soon. Nancy had been told 
before she was caught standing at the toilet that the 
Candy Man would pay them a visit later in the evening 
with a very special treat. “I do not want you to disap¬ 
point the Candy Man, Nancy, for he has made this 
special trip to our house to give you some sweets, and 
every pretty girl has a sweet tooth. I will be there to 
observe and see if any disciplinary action may be 
needed when the Candy Man leaves. Now go practice 
your walking, and I shall call you when the time 
comes.” 

Ms. Claudette went to prepare the room for the 
Candy Man. Nancy could hear a knock at the door, 
some movement in another room, but could not make 
out what was happening. Ms. Claudette returned to 
the bedroom and told Nancy that the Candy Man had 
arrived and she would be taken to get her special 
treats. Nancy knew better than to get Ms. Claudette 
angry twice in the same day, so in a very passive 
manner she followed behind as she was led into the 
other room. Nancy could smell the perfume on Ms. 
Claudette. She watched as her instructress walked 
slowly in black patent high heels, wearing a tight, 
small leather skirt. 

Soon they reached the door of the room. Ms. 
Claudette opened the door, and the room was almost 
completely dark. Nancy looked around and saw that 
in one corner there was a very small candle like those 
on a birthday cake. This was the only source of light. 
At the opposite end of the room, Nancy could faintly 
make out a figure of someone sitting on a chair. Ms. 
Claudette brought Nancy up to the figure and told her 
to get on her knees in front of the gentleman. Ms. 
Claudette sat down in a chair just beside Nancy and 
crossed her legs. Nancy could hear the rush of the 



nylons as Ms. Claudette crossed her legs. 

“Well, Nancy, since you are a little girl who likes 
sweets, I have decided that it was time for you to have 
a very special treat. The gentleman in the chair is the 
Candy Man, and I know you will enjoy your treats!” 

Nancy could barely make out a towel across the lap 
of the figure in the chair. Her face was just 12 inches 
from the towel and the bulge in the towel added mys¬ 
tery to what was in store for her. The small candle 
continued to flicker in the corner, and Ms. Claudette 
grabbed the towel and slowly removed it, exclaiming, 
“Look what we have here, Nancy! My, what a surprise! 
The Candy Man has a hard rock candy cane for you, 
and two soft sweet sugar balls.” 

Just inches away from Nancy’s face, the hard candy 
cane swayed and the two sugar balls seemed frozen 
under the cane. Nancy turned her head, looked at Ms. 
Claudette, and then looked back again at the treats in 
front of her. 

Ms. Claudette said, “Nancy, I am going to sit here 
and for the next hour watch as you enjoy the candy 
cane and two sugar balls. I want you to be very femi¬ 
nine and ladylike while you eat your treat, and I warn 
you NOT to spill any of the white cream from the 
candy cane. Swallow it like a good girl. You shall be 
punished severely for any droppings of the white 
cream on the floor. 

No other words were spoken. Soon 30 minutes had 
passed, and Ms. Claudette looked down with a smile 
on her face. The Candy Man also had a pleasing smile 
on his face, and the candle flickered down so that the 
room became dark. Nothing could be heard except 
the slight sound of heavy breathing. 





Nancy was a slow learner 
when it came to potty training! 


fancy's GainfulJB&sson 



Nancy is a pretty young girl, 57”, tall, with blue 
eyes and blond hair. Her favorite outfit is a blue mini¬ 
skirt, white blouse, nylons, and mid-heel black pumps. 
Ms. Claudette has taken pride in her transformation of 
Nancy into the proper young lady she should be, and 
Nancy seems to have lost most of the man-like traits 
she had been told to forget. Despite constant correc¬ 
tive lectures, there is one bad habit Nancy can’t seem 
to break. This is standing when “she” goes to the 
bathroom. Ms. Claudette has decided that special 
punishment is needed to rid Nancy of this very unlady¬ 
like behavior. 

This took place when Ms. Claudette went into the 
bathroom to get some perfume and noticed Nancy, 
with her miniskirt pulled up, panties down, standing 
over the toilet. “NANCY! How many times have I told 
you to sit when going to the bathroom? Only men 
stand, and you are no longer a man. You never seem 
to listen when I tell you to sit like a lady at ALL times 
when going potty.” 

Ms. Claudette grabbed Nancy’s arm, and quickly 
led her out of the bathroom and into the bedroom, 
then told her to remove her miniskirt and panties. 
Nancy did as she was told without hesitation. She 
placed her skirt and pink panties on the bed and stood 
exposed as Ms. Claudette went to the dresser and took 
out a very thick razor strap. 

She put the strap down on the bed, and tightly tied 
Nancy’s hands behind her back. She then took another 
rope and tied her nylon clad ankles together, just 
above the mid-heel black pumps, and positioned 
Nancy in the center of the bedroom. 

Ms. Claudette looked sternly into Nancy’s eyes and 
remarked, “Really, Nancy, this should teach you to be 
the proper ‘girl’ I have been training you to be.” With 
this, she took hold of Nancy’s right arm and quickly 
began strapping the young girl’s well rounded buttocks 
and legs. Nancy squirmed around as much as she 
could but the tight bind around her ankles only 
allowed her to twitch as each blow of the razor strap 
landed on her body. “Scream all you like, Nancy, the 
sound blends very well with the swoosh of the strap.” 
SMACK, SMACK, SMACK, SMACK-the strap con¬ 
tinued to rain down on Nancy as tears ran down her 
feminine face. 

Ms. Claudette laid the strap down, sat at the edge of 
the bed and told Nancy to stand in front of her. 
“Nancy, what you have between your legs is the only 
thing left of your manhood, and it is the only thing 
that prevents you from keeping in mind the fact that 
you are a girl when going potty. What I am about to 
do should make you remember this when you start to 
stand again in the bathroom.” 










































